











HELP US KEEP THE 
[THINGS WORTH KEEPING |# 


ody has to tell you why 
want peace. You see it 
yur child’s eyes and hear 
1 his laughter. 
But just wanting peace 
n’t keep it. You need to 
k your wanting with 
ey. Peace costs money. 
Vioney for strength to keep 
peace. Money for science 
| education to help make 
ace lasting. And money 
ed by individuals to help 
p our economy strong. 
Your Savings Bonds, as a 
ect investment in your 
ntry, make you a Partner 
strengthening America’s 
ice Power. 
Bonds you buy will earn 
mey for you. But the most 
portant thing they earn is 
eace. They help us keep the 
ings worth keeping. 
Think it over. Are you buy- 
g as Many as you might? 
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S. SAVINGS BONDS 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. The Treasury Department thanks 
The Advertising Council and this magazine for their patriotic donation. 
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BF #2473 aRABESQue 
Desert evenings . . . and dark 
eyed men are the things this 
dress sets the scene for. Drap- 
ing does wonders for bust 
and hips. Pin accents darin 
plunge. Clingin £ 
acetate crepe. Black, White or 
Coral. Sizes 8 to 18. $19.99 


+2676 Linette 

Cool as a cucumber Rayon 
linen, same as above style. 
_, os Pink, Blue. Sizes 
8 tol $17.99 


B 2980 FLurr 

Chic chiffon over Rayon Taf- 
feta trimmed with dyed-to- 
match Maribou! Flame Red, 
Electric Blue, Black or Plum. 
Sizes 9 to 15. $19.99 


@ +2150 woLimay cLorY 
Oh what a sheath! Glistening 
lurex adds a gala glow to 
every curve. Rayon. Satan 
Black, Angel Silver or Gold. 
Sizes 7 to 15, 8 to 16. $12.99 


@ +2552 ENCHANTRESS 
Suit your fancy and charms in 
dramatic cotton lace over ace- 
tate taffeta! Satin cummer- 
bund highlights waist. White, 
Beige, Black. Sizes 8 to 16. 
$12.99 













at Frederick's 
Write the Credit Manager 
for complete details. 








fi +5073 Counren 


Specially designed shell cups 
combine with underwiring to 
shape and lift bust to NEW 
high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
32 to 36 A, B, C. $3.99 a 


| #3001 BARE BACK 

Daring backless waist-length 
bra has 4 section cotton cups, 
shell padded and underwired. 
Dacron and elastic sides, and 
elastic waistband acts as 





















































































GE +2077 cneck our 
Crisp, fresh cotton shirtdress 
highlights back and hem with 
— white lace inserts. 

ply checked in Pink, Blue 
or Black. Sizes 10 to 20. 


TH os2778 ta SHEER 

eo am your shoulders Sine ha onus 
gie your curves — $ 
expensive detail in ten ines 


Blue, Coral, Turquoise, Black 
or Gold. Sizes 8 to 16. | $7.99 


Ti +2049 po aL 
Be a “living doll’ in this 
happy check. Same stylin; 


and cotton, with 7” hem. Lilac, 
Pink, Heavenly Blue or Black. 
Sizes 8 to 16. $7.99 


TE s+2071 FASCINATION 

Breathless backless . . . crisp 
taffeta — ettily at the 
hem. Acetate Taf- 
feta. Black, Tire Red, sites 








Sizes 8 to 20. 


CE) #1592 cLose KwiT 

Low, low back . . . new wide 
set straps. Handsomely tex- 
tured tweed lastex has con- 
trast fabric bands. Skirted 
front. Black, Royal, Chartreuse, 
Red. Sizes 32 to 38. 98 


EE +1353 NIGHT AND DAY 
Stink onto the sand in Fred- 
erick's slimming lastex plunge 
front and back skirted suit! 
Acetate, cotton, rubber. Bust 
cups and boning! Black, White, 
Turquoise. Sizes 32 to a 





TE +3218 WIP ENHANCER 


. No need for — slim hips" 





hidden foam pads round 
you ‘out at hipline, help na 
out too heavy thighs. Black, 
White. Sizes 3 22 to 30 inch 
waist. $6.99 


EC) #3277 Two Timer 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into 
pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerflex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 inch wee 






them! Built in padding con- 
tours Pe and subtly—gives 
control in tummy waist and 
thighs! Black or White. 22 to 
30 inch waist. $7 


EA 3104 HEAP Stim HIP 
Powerful Nylon leno elastic 
slenderizes 14” below bust to 
back of thighs, 10” in front! 
Cinches waist to unbelievable 
inches! Black or White. 24 to 
en! inch waist. $6.99 
























































































NEW POINTED BRA GIVES EXTRA CLEAVAGE! 





cincher. White. Sizes 32 to 4 
B,C. $7.88 i 
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Fats Domino Scores 
I have been reading TAN magazine for about 
three years, and I enjoy it very much. | have 
just finished the January, 1961 issue. I found it 
very interesting, especially the article on Fats 
Domino. It is one of the best articles I have 
read in your magazine. 
I want to say that TAN is wonderful. Please 
continue this good work. 
Mrs. Lula M. Glover 
Jamaica, N. Y. 
I always read TaN, and can hardly wait until 
the next one is out. But what I liked most in 
the January edition is “The Sour Note In Fats 
Domino’s Dream House.” It just shows that 
fame does not spoil that man. 
Keep up the good work. 
Miss Willie M. Nelson 
Tallahassee. Fla. 


TAN Fan 

I'm a sophomore in high school, and I've 
been reading TAN since 1956. I think it is a 
very interesting and helpful magazine. | even 
like Tan so much that when | don’t have the 
money to buy it I miss lunch a day to get one. 
Tan is the best magazine on the market in my 

book. and with my friends. 
Rose Marie Knight 
Florida City. Fla. 

The Husband Who Plays 


I am a reader of TAN magazine and I enjoy 
reading it very much. There is one article pub- 
lished that I enjoyed particularly. [t was writ- 
ten by J. K. Hart, and was entitled “The Case 
For The Husband Who Plays.” 

It was very educational. | think more women 
should read things of that nature. Probably if 
they did there would be fewer divorce cases, 
if women learned to understand men, and men 
learned to understand women. 

I wish he had written more, but what he 
wrote was plain and to the point. 

Mrs. Helen Aldridge 
Newark, N. J. 

I am a constant reader of TAN magazine and 
have been now for several years. I think the 
December issue is one of the best ever pub- 
lished. I enjoyed all the stories and articles, 
especially “The Case For The Husband Who 
Plays.” This article had a lot of true meaning 
and any woman with a good or fairly good 
understanding of nature and life should agree. 

Keep up the good work. 

Lola Mae Leitch 


Grottoes, Va. 


Stylish Hair Styles 


I have just finished reading a recent issue 
of Tan magazine, and I can’t begin to tell you 
how much I enjoyed the stories, and especially 
the fabulous hair styles. Tan’s hair styles are 
really the greatest. I think you should have 
more in each issue of the magazine. 

Cornelia Horne 
Swedesboro. N. J. 














Catherine Montgomery, social leader 
and civic and community worker, is 
the wife of Alpha L. Montgomery, 
prominent attorney who is also 
active in civic affairs. 


Shown here is the beautiful 
outdoor swimming pool at their 
luxurious San Diego home. 





‘Vaseline Petroleum Jelly 


__more people depend on this 
pure dressing than on any other 


VASELINE ts A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND S INC 
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| am an ardent reader of your magazine and 
would be very grateful if you could print my 
name in your Pen Pal section. 
| am 17 years of age. a high school senior, 
and plan to enter teachers’ college in June. 
| am 5’7” tall and weigh 135 lbs. My interests 
include listening to all types of jazz, and read- 
ing psychology and medical books. 
| would like very much to correspond with 
fellows between the ages of 18 to 26. Race 
or nationality does not matter. | promise to 
answer all letters promptly and will be happy 
to exchange photographs. Thank you very 
muc h 
Jo Robinson 
6852 So. Normal 
Chicago 21, Il. 


| have been a reader of your magazine for 
sometime. I am a lonely sailor and I don’t have 
a girl. | would appreciate it if you would put 
my name in your Pen Pal column. 
| am 23 years old, 5/11”, weigh 167 lbs. I 
have black hair, a little curly, brown eyes and 
a tan complexion. My hobbies are sports and 
music, especially jazz, and of course reading. 
| would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 19 to 24 years of age. I 
will answer all letters and exchange photos. 
Lloyd R. Johnson 
AO/3 USN 5336647 
N.A.L.F US Naval Air Station 
Crows Landing, Calif. 


[ am a constant reader of Tan Magazine 
and I'd appreciate very much if you’d enter 
my name in your column. 

I'm 17 years old, have red hair, brown eyes, 
light brown complexion, and I’m 5’7” tall. My 
hobbies are collecting records and skating. | 
would like to correspond with boys and girls 
all over the world, regardless of color, race or 
creed, from 17 to 25. 

Gwendolyn Morgan 
15705 Stulman Ave. 
Gardena, Calif. 


| am an airman in Germany serving with the 
Royal Air Force on a very lonely island iso- 
lated from the mainland. I would very much 
appreciate if you would publish my name in 
your Pen Pal columns. 

[ am 20 years old, 6’, and weigh 170 Ibs. | 
would like to hear from both boys and girls 
any place in the world. My hobbies are pho- 
tography, modern jazz and writing. | premise 
to answer all letters promptly. 

Milford Samuel 
4241238 SAC 

T. T. Squadron 
Royal Air Force 
A.P.S.—SYLT 
B.F.P.0. 46, Germany 


! would appreciate joining your Pen Pal 
club. Object: friendship. I’m 38 years old, 
5’4”, and weigh 100 lbs. I have black hair, 
brown eyes, and medium brown complexion. I 
have a lovely 1l-year-old daughter. I read, lis- 
ten to music and love to write and receive let- 
ters from all over the world. I’m interested in 
the customs, music,'dances and descriptions of 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


other countries. That’s the only way I’ll ever 
be able to travel, through books and writing. 
I'd like Pen Pals, male and female, from all 


countries. 
Maude Elizabeth Johnson 
2223B North 14th St. 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


I have the honour most respectfully to write 
you this letter. I shall be very pleased if you 
will publish my address in your magazine. My 
age is 20. My height is 56”. I am a Ghanian, 
and my home town is Kumasi, the capital town 
for Ashantis. 

I thank you in advance for your kind coop- 
eration. I have the honour to. be, sir, 

Kwasi Ahenkora 

c/o J. K. Ansah 

P.O. Box 209 

Accra, Ghana, W. Africa 


I am a constant reader of Tan Magazine, 
and I would like you to put my name in your 
Pen Pals section. 

I am 17 years old, have black wavy hair, 
dark brown eyes, medium brown complexion, 
and my measurements are 34-24-36. My hobbies 
are dancing, music, sports, and many other 
things. 

I would like to correspond with young peo- 
ple everywhere. | will answer all letters sent 
to me as soon as possible. | will also be very 
happy to exchange pictures upon request for 


them. 
Ann Rich 
3000 Hogarth 
Detroit 6, Mich. 


I read Tan quite often, and often write to 
people whose names appear in the Pen Pals 
section. Now, I wish you would enter my name 
in these columns. 

I am 18 years old, have graduated from high 
school. I have black hair, brown eyes, light 
brown complexion. | am 6'1” tall, and weigh 
155 Ibs. I like all kinds of sports, especially 
baseball. I also like to dance, listen to music. 
bowling and swimming. 

I would like to correspond with girls all over 
the world, between the ages of 17 to 21. I will 
answer all letters, and exchange photos if re- 


quested. 
McArthur Yarbough 
1226 Villa Place 
Nashville, Tenn. 


Please add my name to your Pen Pals col- 
umn. I am a regular reader of TAN Magazine. 
I am 15 years old. I am a white girl with dark 
brown eyes and dark brown hair. I’m 5/14” 
and weigh 96 lbs. I am not skinny though I 
sound like it by my weight. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
and women, regardless of race, creed or color. 
Would like to exchange photos. 

Vickie Knight 
3438 No. Illinois 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


I know that this column has helped many 
people to find lasting friendships and compan- 
ions. I think it is a very wonderful way to get 


acquainted. I am hopeful of the fact that |, 
too, can be as fortunate as so many others 
have been who appealed for your aid. 

I am 27 years old, 5’7” tall, 160 lbs., and of 
dark brown complexion. | am a welder, book- 
keeper, and clerk typist by trade and profes- 
sion, obsessed with the idea of attending col- 
lege next year to become a teacher. I would 
like very much to hear from serious minded 
ladies with a professional or slight educational 
background, not less than 22 years old. I'll 
answer all letters received, and will appreciate 
any photos that may be included. 

Harold H. Long. Jr. 
3730 Nutley Ave., N.E. 
Warren, Ohio 


I am a constant reader of Tan. I enjoy it 
very much, especially the Pen Pal section. | 
would be very grateful if you print my name 
in it, 

I am the only Negro student going to school 
here except for two half-brothers and one half. 
sister. So you can see I’m very lonely for my 
race. 

I’m 16 years old, weigh 130 lbs., am 5’714" 
tall and have medium brown skin. I will an- 
swer all letters and exchange photos. Would 
like to correspond with boys and girls between 
the ages of 16-25, 

Ernestine Johnson 
P.O. Box 471 
Jal, New Mexico 


I have been a constant reader of Tan Maga- 
zine for quite a while now, and IJ rate it supe- 
rior. | would like very much for you to enter 
my name in your Pen Pal column in the ear- 
liest possible issue, and would consider it a 
special favor from you. 

I am single, 23 years old. 510”, have brown 
eyes, medium brown complexion and am an 
aspiring novelist and poet with reasonable in- 
telligence. | enjoy reading, writing letters, mu- 
sic, art, and all types of sports, especially ice 
skating, which is a must for me at least once 
a week. I’m also a member of an amateur act- 
ing group. 

I would like to correspond with young ladies 
all over the world between the ages of 18 to 
29, regardless of race, creed or nationality. | 
will answer all letters as promptly as possible, 
and am eager to exchange photos if requested. 

Isaiah Johnson 
130-31 Inwood Street 
Jamaica 36, N. Y. 


I’m a reader of Tan and like the book very 
much. I would like to have my name in your 
Pen Pal columns. 

I'm 18 years old, have light brown skin, 
black hair and eyes. My hobbies are sewing, 
cooking and collecting jewelry of all kinds. ! 
would like to hear from boys and girls all over 
the world. Will answer all letters and exchange 
photos. So all you guys and dolls, drop me @ 
line or two. 

Barbara Jean Keller 
141 Willis St. 
Webster Groves 19, Mo. 
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By Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE: 

I am a girl thirteen years old, 
and in the eighth grade in school. | 
have a problem. I like to go out and 
have a good time, but the only time | 
can have a good time is on Sunday. 

My mother doesn’t like for me to stay 
out late at night unless I am with a 


grownup. I am tired of staying home 
all the time. reading and looking at tele- 
vision. I have a very nice girl friend, 
but when I go over to her house, I have 
to be home at a certain time. Please 
answer me. I am sure there are many 
girls who have the same problem. 

G. E. A. 
Dear G. E. A.: 

If 1 were to tell you that your mother’s 
rules are for your own protection, that 
keeping late hours, going out alone late 
at night and too many “good times” 
during the school week are harmful, not 
beneficial, to a school girl, you'd think 
1 was an old fuddy-duddy, wouldn't 
you? So | won't say it. But if you 
want all of this glamour and excitement 
now, what are you going to do at 20, 
retire? Save it for awhile! 


Dear Eve: 

I met and fell in love with a very 
handsome man a year and a half ago. 
Now there’s another girl in the picture. 
He wrote to me and told me about her. 
He is not sure whether he loves her or 
me. He said it’s possible that you can 
love two people at the same time, and 


asked me for some advice. I was so 





hurt at the time I told him to do what 
he and his other friend wanted to do. 
Was I wrong to say such a thing? Is it 
possible he still loves me and she is 
someone to replace me when | am not 
around? 

I’m an attractive girl twenty-one years 
old. I never forced myself on him and 
I don’t intend to start now. He goes to 
college, and I guess the other girl goes 
to college where he goes. I’m out of 
school, and work in an office. We are 
about 1200 miles apart. We see each 
other twice a year, at Christmas and 
during vacation. Eve, I’m sure he loves 
me. Would you give me some advice 
what to do? 

Help Me 
Dear Help Me: 

You'd better be prepared to find out 
that you’re more than 1200 miles apart. 
It is possible to love two, or many, 
persons at the same time, but there are 
different kinds of love. He can’t be “in 
love” with more than one person at the 
time, and is just kidding himself—and 
you—if he believes that he is. Absence 
may make the heart grow fonder, but 
the odds are definitely not in your fa- 
vor here. Look to the local scene. 






















Marri 


ed women 


are sharing this secret 


... the new, easier, surer protection 
for those most intimate marriage problems 















What a blessing to be able to trust 
in the wonderful germicidal protec- 
tion Norforms can give you. Nor- 
forms have a highly perfected new 
formula that releases antiseptic 
and germicidal ingredients with 
long-lasting action. The exclusive 
new base melts at body tempera- 
ture, forming a powerful protec- 
tive film that guards (but will not 
harm) the delicate tissues. 

And Norforms’ deodorant protec- 
tion has been tested in a hospital 
clinic and found to be more effec- 





tive than anything it had ever 
used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or 
“disinfectant” odor themselves. 
And what convenience! These 
small feminine suppositories are 
so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert —no apparatus, mixing 
or measuring. They’re greaseless 
and they keep in any climate. 
Now available in new packages 
of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
available in Canada. 


Tested by doctors. . . 
trusted by women... 
proved in hospital clinics 






se eeeeesee PPPOE HERE H EEE HEHE REE TEESE ETE RE EE 
. . 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 
Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-14 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
in a plain envelope. 


Name 



























Should You Marry 
A Younger Man? 


on 


The woman who marries a younger man 
often has a fear that her husband will 
eventually seek the companionship of women 


his own age,losinginterest in her altogether 





/ . . 
For the woman contemplating marriage wil 


| ie 
a younger man, the problems that have to b 
faced are very difficult. Honesty and streng! 
1 14 
are quite often the only possible solution 
ile ox ij 
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owe THREE weeks now. Alice T. had 

been trving to make an in portant de- 
cision. She had thought about it. she 
had discussed it with her mother and 
several friends. and she had worried 
about it. For three weeks she had been 
worrying, ever since Tony had proposed. 

Now she sat at work. her fingers ab- 
sently beating a tattoo on the desk top, 
She had met Tony two months ago and 
had been attracted to him almost imme- 
diately. His curly black hair. golden tan 
skin. and tall. broad-shouldered frame 
were just what she had always dreamed 
of in a man. She had also been at- 
Bt Beet tell oiend mink tl 


iG ais sense 


to 


frectea by nis 


of humor. So much so that bv the time 
she found: out he was five years younger 
than she, she was hopelessly in love with 
him. And now he had proposed and she 
didn t know what to do. 


True she loved him. but there were s 


) 
many things against the marriage. He 


18) 


Was oniy 24. she was 2 in a few vears 


she would probably look like his mother. 


] 


People would laugh and make remarks 

“she’s really robbing the cradle” 
“couldn't she find a man her own age?” 
... “he doesn’t want a wife. he wants 
a second mother’ —and thev would 
look for beginning signs of age on her 

when she got older. he might start 
roaming—she could almost understand 
his seeking a woman his own age 
her sex desires would wane before his 
their friends would be of different 
ages, 

Had Alice taken the time or trouble to 
check up she would have discovered sev- 
eral surprising facts. For one thing. ac- 
cording to recent statistics. one in every 
seven new husbands is vounger than his 
bride. And. of this group, nearly half of 
the husbands are younger than their 
brides by three vears or more. Dr. Jud- 
son T. Landis of the University of Cali- 
fornia. found that the lowest divorce 
rates were among marriages in which 
the wife was older. and the late Dr 
Lewis M. Terman of Stanford University 
went so far as to sav that. on the basis 
of his investigations. the happiest wives 
married men four to ten vears vounger. 

Had Alice investigated further she 
would have found answers to the argu- 
ments she gave against marrving a 
younger man. In a few vears she would 


probably not look like his mother, and 


j 


as the vears passed she would probably 


ae ee 
look (Continued on Page 72) 


begin to 

















From the musty, smoke-filled shadows of a 


dope pad to the antiseptic, sterile-clean 


corridors of a Federal Narcotics Hospital— 


the author has known his own private hell 


Because he is now rehabilita 
bec oming a useft 4 “LET. 


to remain anofi} 
& 


GOLLY's he CE se 


It was 4 


»f Chicago’s 
yesterday's res 
prostitute nestl 
haughty old bu 
dotted the block 
old girl’s life, spal 
1ameless, unmarke 
Solly’s place was 
It was lit by a da 
around and only fled 
and the old cans and 
eased past the thick fu 
ing and kissed the nose 
a slow methodic beat on 
ping sweat eased down his 
ness. He was a musician, 
box, in the back part of the 
was cleared sufficiently of debris? 


Another man in a tattered overct 


iO 


n in a nodding stupor. fF 
A attention, shook himself a 
o the drum until he eased a 
ial stance of the narcotic addict— 
sey and arms hanging loosely at his sides 
nce-white old table. There was a dust 
he scene, and only the slow melanche 
d the stale air. Both of the girls at t 
owed drunkenly and one clutched 
one hand. .. . 
pad. 
to come in. It’s called a “shoot 
re rented. 
unky and dopey. 
around the place dared not ¢ 
that hovered above the filthy b 
ld it pierce the smoke that swirle 
b two men who squatted by the bric 
d talked in low listless tones. 
ullaby of sweet drunkenness p e 
bird shadows as they knelt and talk 
bw and their talk was choked and slow .. 
he first time?” i 
. we took our first . . . first shot togeth 


hat your first shot .. . too?” 























Detective on Chicag 
Dee street. {it/ 


Gemmediresied himse/}. H 


leral Narcotics Hospital in Lexing- 
y., “slow withdrawal” treatment is 
) addicts to help arrest dope habit. 


‘T WAS A SLAVE TO AOE 


“Yeah . . . I remember . . 
ber that broad up there . . . what was 
her name? She . . . she told me it was 
your first taste . . .” 

“Was—wasn’t it mellow?” 

“Yeah—yeah. You know . 

“Mm—hmmm.” 

Silence as they knelt there, staring at 
each other with wide glassy eyes as if 
straining to get the truth. 

“S-say, how long ago was that . . . 
"bout five—six years ago .. .” 

“Yeah, must ’a been.” 

“Sure . . . has been a lot happened 
since then.” 

ens. 

Silence but for the melancholy drum 
and the beating of their hearts. 

“You know . . . what I mean is... I 
mean, did you . . . man, did you ever 
think . . . it would turn out . . . like 
ea 

“N—naw, not like this . . . 
bitch, ain’t it...” 

“Yeah.” 

A pause, then, “Dig this. Wh-what do 
you think will be happenin’ . . . what do 
you think we'll look back on . . . five— 
six years from now?” 

“What.” Spoken like a statement, not 


- remem- 


.. yeah.” 


it’s a 


a question. 

There was nothing but the misery of 
the drum as a tear eased down the cheek 
of one of the men in that musty dope- 
maddened den where the dark light 








dared not shine too bright. 


I was one of those men. . . . 


I did at one time intend to lead: 
clean life and I still believe I can. I cling 
to that belief. But what had I done wrong 
that led me into this path of misery, 
chaos and self-destruction? Where had 
I slipped? Was it the day I took that 
first shot, or was it something that hap 
pened before . . . at some time, back in 
my childhood? 

I was born in a small suburb of Chi- 
cago. There were nine children in the 
family and I was the youngest. My moth- 
er and father were hard-working peo- 
ple, with only one fault—that of forced 
neglect. My father worked for a railroad 
and was out on the road two weeks out 
of each month and when he was home 
he was often short and impatient with 
me. My mother worked nine and ten 
hours a day and was hard-put and high- 
strung. Understandably so—they wer 
both working to put all the children 
through college, and as I grew up it 
seemed there were always at least thre 
of us in college at the same time. 

I began early to retreat into a world 
of secrecy and deception. My main it 
terests lay in performing secretive and 
stealthy acts, and I began to take greal 
pleasure in stealing. It was easy to lie 
profusely and plan and execute smal 
crimes. When I was 22 I forged check 
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I knew 
Chicago 











; 


a 
cy 


-SBEESSE 


-REaRSREE 


= 
S 


a+2#2 3888 


SEerk as & 











on both my parents’ bank accounts, 
which were not small. I completely 
ruined one and left a trail of bad checks 
streaming from the other. This alienated 
me from my father and caused my 
mother no end of anguish. And I didn’t 
know why I did it. I was sorry after it 
had been done, but I didn’t know why. 

| had the faint hope that when | 
reached adulthood all my _ problems 
would vanish and I’d be able to do ex- 
acily as I chose. Little did I realize that, 
hecause of this hope, I was going to put 
myself into the clutching clamps of some- 
thing more horrible than my wildest 
nightmares. I had learned that when | 
had problems, or couldn’t find the solu- 
tion to something, I could hide from it 
and drown my fear in some escape. And 
dope proved the perfect escape. It held 
all the promises of mystery, secrecy and 
intrigue. Crime was involved. and a 
chance to get back at a world that re- 
fused me. And so I started taking dope. 

I had, of course, been told about the 
habit-forming effect of dope, and I had 
seen what it could do to people, but I 
kept telling myself that this wouldn’t— 
couldn’t happen to me. I would take it 
only once, just to see what it was like. 
I knew a fellow on the West Side of 
Chicago who had some, and so, one day. 
] went to him and asked if I could try it. 
He agreed immediately, and helped me 
with the first shot. 

At first all I had was a pleasant feel- 
ing, but later I discovered that it was 
closer to a feeling of sickness. I was sick 
without realizing it. But more than mak- 
ing me sick, it slowly and gently lulled 
my mind into a false contentment, so that 
[hardly thought of it as a danger. And 
that’s what started it. That’s why, after 
one shot, I was hooked. Because dope 
aflects the mind before the body, and 
because the body is subject to the mind, 
after one shot I was solidly and securely 
addicted. It was not the dope itself, but 
the need in my mind, the false beauty 
that it provided, that hooked me—ripped 
me apart, brought me to the end of my 
wits, brought the very sky screaming 
down on my head and gave me more 
misery than I could ever describe. It 
was a long-enduring life of hell. I was 
now a slave, with a monkey on my back 


tating up everything I could lay my 
hands on as fast as I could. 

I guess I probably spent more than 
5,000 for narcotics in the five and a 
half years that I spent on dope, and in 


addition I actually used another $25,000 
worth, which I didn’t pay for. I got both 
the money and the dope through crime— 
at first I did everything, from sneak thief 
to confidence game—but then after two 
years I discovered another method that 
What I did 
was simply to stick up the dope peddlers 
and rob them of whatever they had. 

It started in Chicago, and Sam, a for- 


was much more lucrative. 


mer pickpocket, was my partner. We got 
the idea one day when we made a pur- 
chase of what we thought was narcotics 
from a girl named Ernestine. We dis- 
covered later that what we had bought 
in reality were dummy packages of milk 
sugar. It seems that Ernestine, who had 





narcotics when the police had run down 
on us in a spot check. Thinking every- 
thing was okay, she got in and I pulled 
around several blocks and drove up an 
alley. Sam whipped out the gun and put 
it to her head and cocked the hammer. 
Then he went through her pockets. We 
got the loot, and although it wasn’t 
much, it launched our career of robbing 
dope peddlers. 

We picked up another partner, Bob- 
by, and the three of us embarked on 
what was probably one of the wildest 
rampages any three dope addicts ever 
had. We all knew some dope peddlers 
all over the city of Chicago, but I knew 
best the South Side, Bobby the West 


Heroin seized in raid shows striking resemblance to milk sugar, was carried in sugar 
container to ensure concealment. On highly-inflated dope market heroin is purchased at 
enormous cost. Author claims he bought over $70,000 worth of heroin in 5% years. 


a habit herself, had temporarily run out 
of dope. She had given her money to her 
connection but he was long in deliver- 
ing, so she had made up a couple of 
dummy packs and set out to find a buyer 
to supply herself with a little money to 
tide her over until she received her sup- 
ply. 

We bought the dummy packs, and 
when we discovered that they were faked, 
we decided to stick her up and take all 
her dope. Sam got his uncle’s gun and 
53 Cadillac and started to 
look for Ernestine. When we found her, 


we stole a 


we asked her to get in the car. We told 
her that we had had to get rid of the 


Side and Sam was familiar with peddlers 
on the North and West Sides. The one 
who knew the peddler would go to his 
house or arrange a buy on the street. 
If we went to the house, the other two 
of us would gain entrance with which- 
ever one knew the dealer. Then we'd 
whip out our guns and raid the place. 
If it was out on the street, we'd take what 
he had and make him take us to his 
stash. Then we'd take that and all the 
money he had on him. The more we did 
it, the better we became, and the rob- 
beries generally went off smoothly. 

It was not long, however, before we 
were running out of dope peddlers and 
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White Ointment, for it gave me 
such wonderful, soothing relief.” 


q Dp Hill 


Philadelphia, Pa. 





*K “Ugly, itching acne pimples on my face 
made me miserable. They itched and burned 
constantly. After using many lotions and 
ointments, I finally tried Black and White 
Ointment. It quickly relieved the itching, 
burning. I’ll never be without Black and 


Wonderful Relief ins 





Burn of 
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More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
atinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, bumps and 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
Over 5! Million Packages Sold! 





PARADE 
peeoNs INC 


S373 W. Ro ee 
EHICAGO 





Weor os 
V-Neck or 






” 











COLORS: 

TICKING STRIPES: WHITE 

® Sea-Green OVERCHECKS ON 
© Red ® Lilac 

°® Navy © Sun-Gold 


TURN-A-ROUND DRESS . . . available in both 
stripes and overchecks, lives an exciting double 
life wear buttons in front, or in beck . . . 
weer v-neck in front, or in back! Imagine what 
® pretty picture you'll make, as the f-u-I-1 skirt 
whirls, twirls around you! Two roomy patch 
pockets, long zipper opening, self belt, GUAR- 
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for $7.85)) plus C.0.D. postage and Handling Charges. 
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full refund. 
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a few had men out looking for us. So 
we bought a car and quit Chicago. Just 
before we left, though, Bobby was ar. 
rested and got six months. 

Sam and I covered Detroit, Cleveland, 
Philadelphia and New York the same 
way—with considerable success. Sam got 
arrested just after we hit New York, and 
I found I was on my own. I pulled out 
and went back to Chicago and got a job 
in an elaborate but smooth-running dope 
organization. I was the one who picked 
up the money from the peddlers who 
dealt the stuff on the various street cor. 
ners. These peddlers would call a num. 
ber and say where they were and hang 
up. There would be no answer given to 
them on the phone. Then I was notified 
and Id go pick up their money. Another 
man would leave their supply of dope, 
already put into capsules, at some loca- 
tion, usually on the other side of town, 
It was a smooth organization. Nobody 
but the Big Man knew who everybody 
was and where to locate them. Each per- 
son did his own job and nothing else. 

When the organization was finally 
broken up, I went back to New York to 
wait for Sam to get out so we could pick 
up where we left off before he went to 
jail. There, with the connections he had 
made while in jail, we just ran wild. We 
got to be almost on par with the police 
as far as dealers were concerned. 


EVERAL THINGS made me decide 

to try to break the habit. Sam 
was again arrested for selling narcotics 
and he’s doing 10 to 30 years now in the 
penitentiary. Things got rough and | 
was unable to find dealers to stick up. In 
addition, the dope was being cut so much 
that it was worse than garbage. and half 
the time I couldn’t even feel it. And so, 
during the four times that I was in jail 
and in the hospital, I did some serious 
thinking — with a clear head, for a 
change—and I simply decided that the 


dope life wasn’t for me. 


But that was just the first step—to 
decide to break the habit—and, as | 
found out later, it was the easiest step. 
Breaking the habit was one of the most 
difficult things I’d ever done. I can re 
member one evening in particular. I was 
sitting in a dingy, cheap room, wearing 
dirty clothes. I had been sitting there 
for hours, my mind at war with my body. 
I was determined not to go out and get 
a fix. If I gave in now, I knew I would 
probably be (Continued on Page 60) 




















HERE IT IS! 


SACK I 


Now..,.at last...chose wonderful young- 
sters of yours can always have their hair 
attractive looking and in place! Nomore 
greasy, sticky pomades. With new, 
greaseless JACK and JILL Hair Dressing, 
you can control and comb down your 
children’s hair, no matter how wavy or 
unruly it may be. You'll be thrilled and 
delighted with JACK and JILL, the 
scientific new discovery for children’s 
hair. At your favorite drug of cosmetic 
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You can get JACK and JILL Greaseless Hair Dressing at your drug counter, 
or send us *125 and we'll send JACK and JILL to you by return mail 


1808 S. Michigan Ave. « Chicago 16, Illinois 
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SKYLARK MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE .. . 
YOU MUST BE SATISFIED OR YOUR MONEY BACK 
SKYLARK ORIGINALS Dept. 71-064 
Asbury Park, New Jersey 
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NG IDEAS Wanted 


Songwriters with top publisher 
and record contacts want 
Song ideas and Song Poems. 
No Fees! Write to: TA 


SONGWRITERS CONTACT CO. 


1619 BROAD. 





ANNA'S SIN 


Among films scheduled for February release is Anna’s Sin, an interracial romance ~ 
laced with violence and ending with a bombshell—the Negro male lead gets the 
Italian female lead. 

The screenplay does not fade-out with a censor-evoking clinch, but there are 
dramatic protestations of love, hand-holding and kissing. 

At the conclusion of the movie, there is no doubt in the viewer’s mind about love 
having broken the color barrier. The hero and heroine will marry and live happily 
ever after. 

Neither this pioneer in realism 
nor its actors will be nominated 
for Osears, but the production is 
a step toward a more truthful por- 
trayal of life. Made in Rome, Italy, 
the Atlantis release tells the story 
of an American Negro actor, John 
Ruthford (Dr. Ben. E. Johnson, a 
Trinidad-born dentist), who goes 
to Rome for two reasons—to put 
on a production of Othello and 
to find another Negro, Sam (the 
novelist William Demby), who once committed a crime in the States for which John 


A pioneer in realism. 


was convicted. 

John hopes to locate Sam and make him confess to the crime. 

During rehearsals, Italian Anna Curtis, cast as Desdemona (Anna Vita), falls 
in love with John, and Alberto (Paul Muller), her manager, unsuccessfully attempts 


to stop the romance. 


PEPE 


You name it, Pepe’s got it—and most of it in an amusing, often hilarious fashion. 
If a little dragging of the feet begins to 
show, up pops Cantinflas, and the film is 
off again on a gay carousel of music, danc- 
ing, comedy, romance, suspense, pathos, 
and the scenic wonders of Mexico, the 
plushness of Las Vegas and the splendor 
of Hollywood. 

Pepe is the multi-million dollar George 
Sidney production for Columbia Pictures 
Corp. It is a three-hour-15-minute, all star 
spectacular built around the superb artistry 
of Mexico’s international favorite, Cantin- 
flas. Practically everybody who is anybody 
in the entertainment world is in the film. 
Just to name a few favorites of the 42 per- t 
formers—not including co-stars Dan Dailey ~~ 
and Shirley Jones—are Maurice Chevalier, 
Bing Crosby, Bobby Darin, Sammy Davis Jr., Jimmy Durante, Ernie Kovacs, Joey 
Bishop, Peter Lawford, Edward G. Robinson, Cesar Romero and Frank Sinatra. 
In the eye-popper division: Zsa Zsa Gabor, Greer Garson, Debbie Reynolds, Kim 
Novak and Janet Leigh. 

The thread of plot, on which celebrities are strung like beads, is the story of the 
love of a Mexican peon for a horse he raised—the beautiful show horse Don Juan. 


carousel of stars. 





years had passed since that horrible 
night ~.. and then one day I looked 
up and my happy world crashed around 


me. | was again living the aightmare 


~ 


Driven 
By | _ 






WAS NOT QUITE seventeen, that cold March night it second or two, as he dragged me deeper into the alley, I 
® happened. didn’t even struggle. I just stayed rigid in his grasp, staring § 
© One minute I was just walking along our shabby Bronx at the lighted stretch of sidewalk I'd been crossing only & 

Pi street, my mind still filled with the algebra problems I’d been seconds before, aware of the tobacco smell of the big fingers ' 
* working with a classmate in her family’s walkup apartment. sealing my mouth and of his other arm gripping my waist so 
ae The next moment, from the shadowy mouth of an alley, a tightly I couldn’t breathe. 
om man had reached out and seized me. And then, as the stretch of lighted sidewalk receded ’ 
f= His hand covered my mouth, pressing my lips hard farther and farther, as my nostrils filled with the sour reek P 
am against my teeth, as he swept me backwards into the dank- of the darkness between the high tenement walls, my shocked 
=a smelling darkness, but I wouldn't have screamed anyway. paralysis left me, and I began to twist in his grasp, clawing 
= | was too utterly paralyzed by surprise and terror. For a 


with my nails at the hand pressing against my mouth. 
. e ’ 


d 




















DRIVEN BY F 





My life became strange and lonely for 


a girl still in her teens. With my lack 


of makeup and cold indifference all my 


girl and boy friends soon dropped me 


d him say softly, “Okay, you 


leased me, so suddenly I stag- 
split second later his fist, 
into my jaw, knocked me to 
yavement. For a moment, half 
us from the blow, I was aware 
g but the ringing in my head 
hardness of pavement be- 
1en I heard that cold soft voice 
year: “I’ve got a knife, baby. 

| and you’re dead.” 
and ripped my coat open, 
1y skirt at the waistband and 
to the hem, tore at my under- 
[ stared up at him in stunned 
eling his crushing weight, see- 
iint shine of his eyes and deep, 
x waves of hair above a long 


ind what was infinitely worse 
a sense of scalding violation. 
violation of my body, but of 
my very soul. Except for 
g moans, I was quiet. It was 
alf-unconscious state, or even 
f death, that kept me silent. 
e incredible horror of what 
ening to me. 
it was over. I saw his dark, 
hape beside me, felt his hand 
e thin gold chain around my 
king the clasp. “I always like 
yuvenir,” he said. 
sense of crowning horror I 
n his hand now was about the 


only thing I had left of my mother, the 
locket she’d given me for my eighth 
birthday, about two months before her 
death. The locket with the engraved 
words that had brought me comfort 
often in the nearly nine years since 
then: “To my beloved daughter, Laura 
Eileen.” 

“If you're smart,” that cold, soft 
voice said, “you won’t tell nobody about 
this. Nobody. If you do, I'll hear about 
it. And I'll still have my knife. Remem- 
ber that.” 

I saw him get up, heard his footsteps 
moving away in the darkness behind me. 

For awhile I just lay there, eyes fixed 
unseeingly on the murky night sky. I 
thought, “I want to kill myself.” That 
was the only way to blot out these past 
few minutes. But then I knew that I 
mustn’t, because when my body was 
found others would know what had hap- 
pened to me. And no one must ever 
know, no one. That man hadn’t needed 
to threaten to kill me to make sure | 
wouldn’t talk. 

I tried to get up, then sank dizzily to 
my hands and knees. After a moment I 
did manage to stand, to draw my coat 
close around my torn clothing, to move 
haltingly, pain throbbing all through me, 
toward the lighted sidewalk. A few feet 
from the alley’s exit I saw my purse and 
my algebra textbook and my notebook, 
lying where they'd dropped from my 
grasp as he swept me back into the dark- 
ness. Dizzily I bent and picked them 


Ap} 





a 


x 


up, thinking, “How can I go to school 
tomorrow? How can I sit in class with 
other girls, girls this hasn’t happened 
to—” 

I turned onto the sidewalk, hurried 
with head down past the brown-stone 
tenements, the darkened store fronts. 
There were a few other pedestrians. 
Whenever a man passed me I felt a 
shrinking terror. 

Now I knew that Aunt Milly was right. 
Sex was horrible. And men were loath- 
some animals. 

Ever since my mother’s death, I'd 
lived with my Aunt Milly, the eldest sis- 
ter of my father, my barely-remembered 
father who'd been killed in a street ac- 
cident when I was only five. Aunt Milly 











\ll the hatred and fear of men 
Fred 


Collins tried to” be friendly. 


welled up in me when 


and | 


was so rude he 


had never married. : Until a year before, 
when her asthma had forced her to re- 
tire on a small pension, she’d worked as 
a librarian. 

Ever since I was twelve or thirteen, 
she’d tried to convey to me, both with 
hints and outright statements, that a 
woman’s best chance of living a reason- 
ably happy life was to steer clear of men. 
Men wanted only one thing from women. 
Maybe they’d marry you if they had to, 
but what did most married women get 
out of life? Loss of independence, hard 
dull housework and worries about the 


fidelity of their husbands. Maybe hav- 


ing children was some compensation, 
but not enough. At least not in Aunt 


turned 
away in complete disgust 


ad SS ee 


Milly’s view of things. 


x 


It was only through tears and plead- 
ing that, at the age of fifteen, I’d per- 
suaded her to allow me to wear lipstick, 
two or three years after my friends had 
started wearing it. It had taken far more 
pleading to win her grudging consent to 
my going with boys to parties, and on 
double and triple dates to the movies. 

“Well,” I thought with a wave of al- 
most physical sickness, “there will be no 
more lipstick, and no more boys. That 
man tonight has ended all that.” 

That man. There in the dark alley I 
hadn’t seen his face, except for the shine 
of his eyes. But the soft, cold voice, the 
upstanding waves of his hair, had 








somehow seemed vaguely familiar. 

Suddenly I was almost sure who he 
was. A man— older than me, about 
twenty-one, perhaps — who was called 
Charlie Doyle, and who sometimes 
worked as a deliveryman for stores in 
the neighborhood. But most of the time 
he just hung around with a group in 
front of the tobacco and magazine stand 
on the corner. The others ranged in age 
from boys of about seventeen to men in 
their early twenties, but they all had 
sleek suits and hair meticulously ar- 
ranged in wavy pompadours. 

I'd be almost sure to see him again 
here in the neighborhood. And how 
could I bear that? 


19 














en I reached my house I opened 
nt door with my key and climbed 
flights to our flat, dully thank- 
Aunt Milly always went to bed 
the dark hall to 


ym, stripped off my torn clothing. 


[ went down 
le it in the back of my closet, I 

until I could sneak it out to a 
in on the street. I had two navy 
skirts. Aunt Milly would 


bly never realize that one was miss- 


ited 


x on my white terry cloth robe 
ed the hall to the bathroom and 
ym the water in the tub, even 
[ knew that a thousand baths 
ever make me clean. 
laylight was showing at the win- 
fore I fell exhausted 
The alarm jerked me awake at 


into an 


When I went into the bathroom 
1 my teeth it was all I could do to 
But 


as little sign in my face, oval and 


yself to look in the mirror. 


red in its frame of brown hair, 
had happened to me. Except for 
bruise on the left side of my jaw, 
1 much as usual. 
reakfast in the kitchen I forced 
choke down orange. juice and 
Aunt Milly sat opposite me, the 
the 
»wl before her, her lined face 


paper propped against 
tween its two wings of neatly 
hair. Numbly I was grateful 
didn’t like conversation in the 


ifternoon I’d just gotten home— 
day in which I’d sat unseeing 
nhearing in all my classes—when 
e rang. It was Beezy Lang, the 
1 whom Id gone steady for the 
weeks. 
ut Friday,” he said. “Joe and 
ant to go bowling, but the rest 
ang wants to go to the movies. 
you vote?” 
‘I can’t go out with you Fri- 
ld almost see the dismay in 
“What's the 


You sick or something?” 


quare, dark face. 
hen, desperately: “Ask some- 
| can’t see you from now on.” 
1 long moment he asked, ““Who’s 


* Teried. “I just don’t want 
Goodbye, 
said and hung up before he 


ut with anyone! 


ak 


1 to find Aunt Milly staring at 


me. She asked, “Have you had a quarrel 
with Leonard?” She never called people 
by their nicknames. 

I managed to say, “No. I just don’t 
want to go out, that’s all. I—I don’t like 
boys anymore.” 

She looked at me sharply. “Laura! 
Has something happened?” 

I felt a surge of terror. She mustn’t 
guess. No one must ever guess. And yet 
if I didn’t give her some sort of explana- 
tion... 

I blurted out, “A boy got fresh with 
me yesterday. In the middle of civics 
class I went out to the drinking fountain, 
and he was there, and he grabbed me 
and tried to kiss me—” 

Her nostrils flared. 
must know about this!” 

Fresh panic surged through me. If 
Aunt Milly went down to the school and 


“The principal 


made a fuss— 

“T already told the principal. He said 
he’d tell the boy that if he ever did any- 
thing like that again he’d be expelled.” 

“Well, I should think so!” Then, after 
a moment: “But why are you angry with 
Leonard? The boy wasn’t Leonard, 
was he?” 

“No,” I said desperately, “but I don’t 
want to have anything to do with any 
boy. I want to be like you, Aunt Milly.” 

I saw surprised gratification in her 
face. After a moment it gave way to a 
look of faint guilty anxiety. Then she 
said, her face calm once more and her 
voice dry, “Well, we'll see. You’re still 
pretty young to know what you want to 
do with your life.” 


T WASN’T until three afternoons later 

that the meeting I dreaded in every 
shrinking nerve actually took place. 
When I came home from school that 
day Aunt Milly asked me to get some 
Swedish rye bread sold by a small gro- 
cery on a side street. As I moved down 
the sidewalk I saw that he was standing 
on the corner, with three other young 
men in long jackets and tight pants. 

On legs that felt numb and weighted 
When | 
was a yard or so away I| forced myself 
to look up into his face, with its heavy, 
slightly smiling lips, its thick - bridged 
nose, its dark eyes that held mingled 


I kept walking toward him. 


amusement and cold warning. Deliber- 
ately he reached into his pocket and 
drew out something that glittered in the 
sunlight. Even though I turned my sick 
gaze away as I passed him, | was aware 


age 


I could never forget that co! 
March night as I hurried | 


get home and a man reach 
out of an alley and seized n 





that he was twirling my locket and chain shor 
around his finger. ton 

Numbly, automatically, I turned the Mill 
corner and went into the grocery store. sinc 
When I came out, carrying the bread, | F 
started walking the long way around the hing 
block, so that I wouldn’t have to pass But 
Charlie Doyle again. But I couldn’t keep have 
from seeing him, | realized with a night- the | 
marish sense of helplessness, as long as M 
we both lived in this neighborhood. And, ate | 








short of telling her what had happened 
to me, I had little hope of getting Aunt 
Milly to move from a flat she’d occupied 
since before rent control. 

For a wild moment I| thought of run- 
hing away, trying to get a job someplace. 
But I was underage. Aunt Milly would 
have the police look for me, and then 
the whole story might come out. 

Maybe, I thought with faint, desper- 
ate hope, he’d go away. If not, I’d just 


have to endure it, somehow or other. 

Through the remainder of my junior 
year of high school and all through my 
senior year I met Charlie Doyle face to 
face on the street at varying intervals, 
sometimes several times in a week, and 
other times—probably when he’d gone 
some place—not for several 
After that first time | 
looked up into his face, but I sensed 
what I’d have seen if I had looked—the 
coldly cruel eyes, the slight smile that, 


away 


months. never 


after awhile, must have become almost 
indifferent. But the frequency of our 
meetings made them no more bearable 
to me. Each time I felt that shrinking 
of the flesh all over my body. 

Looking back, I realize how strange 
and lonely my life became for a girl still 
in her teens. I found I had no need to 
fend off boys. My lack of all makeup, 
even lipstick, my coldly indifferent man- 
ner, were defense enough. After awhile 
even my girl friends, sensing that I was 
repelled by their constant talk of boys, 
began to drop me. By the middle of my 
senior year I had only one real friend, 
a plump girl named Rose Gannon, who 
was more interested in chocolate malteds 
than romance. 

The September after my graduation 
from high school I enrolled in night 
classes at a Manhattan college. and got 
a daytime job as stack girl in our neigh- 
borhood public library. It would take 
longer to get my librarian’s degree that 
way, but there was no money to send 
me to college full-time. Besides, I hoped 
to earn enough in my daytime job to 
finance our moving away from this 
haunted neighborhood. 

But when I cautiously mentioned such 
a move to Aunt Milly, she answered that 
only a fool would leave a rent-controlled 
apartment. Desperately I pictured my- 
self living alone in a cheap room some- 
where. But I knew that solution was im- 
Aunt Milly needed me. Her 


asthma had grown so bad that many 


possible. 


nights I had to sit by her bed for hours, 
while she gasped and fought for breath. 
No, I forced myself to realize, for me 
there was still no escape from the fear— 
each time | left the house—that I'd see 
Charlie Doyle lounging on the corner, 
or moving down the street with his 
slouching walk. 

And then, only a few days later, I read 
in the Bronx Clarion that Charles Doyle, 
24, and two younger men had been ar- 
rested for the armed holdup of a liquor 


store in our neighborhood. A few weeks 
after that, with a surge of thankfulness 
that left me weak, I read that he and his 
companions had been given a sentence 
of three to ten years in an upstate prison. 

But good as it was to know I wouldn’t 
see him any more, it made no difference 
in my feelings toward men. I still spent 


my weekend nights playing canasta with 


Aunt Milly or going to the movies with 
Rose Gannon, who had a job as a file 
clerk now. 

Charlie Doyle had been in prison only 
a few months when, on a late afternoon 
in April, Fred Hanson came into my 
life. 

I was in the library restoring a cart- 
load of novels to the shelves when some- 
one said, “Miss, where can I find the 
European history books?” 

I said, “Look on the 945 shelves.” 

“Thanks,” he said, and went on stand- 
ing there, a tall, thin young man of 
about twenty-five with a pleasant though 
not handsome face, and friendly eyes. 
He said, “It must be nice, being a 
librarian.” 

I replaced a book. “I’m not,” I said 
coolly. “I’m just a stack girl.” 

“Still, it must be nice, working with 
books. I’m a garage mechanic myself. 
Maybe you think it’s funny, me being 
interested in history.” 

“Not particularly.” He seemed nice 
enough, but I wasn’t going to encourage 
him. 

For a moment he looked taken aback. 
Then he went on, “The thing is, I had 
to go to work right after high school, but 
I still feel that’s no reason for a person 
not to learn more if he can.” 

“T see,” I said briefly. “You'll find 
the books you want on the third shelf 
over.” He smiled and turned away. 

I didn’t even think of him again until, 
late in the afternoon two days later, 
while I was replacing books on a lower 
shelf, I felt someone staring at me. 

I whirled around to see the tall young 
man standing a few feet away. Quickly 
he lifted his eyes to my face. But I knew 
he’d been staring at my legs as I bent 
over to place books on a lower shelf. 

Instantly it welled up in me—all the 
hatred and fear of men I’d felt ever since 
that night in the alley. 

He said, smiling, “Hello there.” 

“Hello,” I said coolly. 

“I don’t believe we told each other 
our names the (Continued on Page 61) 
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Varlene was young, I 
told myself, she didn’t 
know what she was 


oing. But I should 


ave recognized a wom- 


an after a man—even if 
she was my own sister 


Marlene stood in the doorway, 
smiling at Sonny. her eyes 
inviting. Suddenly, I saw red! 


N SATURDAY the weather report 

said that the heat wave would con- 
tinue, but like Sonny said, nobody had 
to tell us. Even at six when the clock 
radio woke us, the little two-room cinder 
block addition to the back of the restau- 
rant was like an oven. Neither of us 
had slept very well either, and when 
Sonny left the bathroom door open, 
leaning over the basin and wetting his 
cropped dark hair, it was easy for us to 
start arguing. 

The real cause of the argument was 
my sister Marlene, but instead of saying 
anything about her, Sonny started mak- 
ing bitter remarks about the way we 
were living. 

“How about it, 
“We're big shot 


Stella,” he said. 


restaurant owners, 















aren't we? Maybe we ought to make 
like rich people and take the day off.” 

Being already three months pregnant, 
I was over most of my morning trouble 
but I still didn’t feel like trying to make 
jokes. I began to get dressed, buttoning 
my white uniform dress around my 
waist, and I tried to get Sonny to stop. 
As usual he had to say a few more things 
and when I’d combed my hair and put 
my lipstick on, I told him the best thing 
we could do was to get ready for a busy 
day. “There'll be a crowd at the lake 
the whole weekend,” I said. “We've got 
to get the money while we can.” 

“Sure,” Sonny said softly. 
Stella.” 

Right away I felt the tension coming 
back but I was sick and tired of having 


“Sure, 
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sISTER— 
ND MY 
IUSBAND! 






















Sonny be so unreasonable. He didn’t 
ff.” have to be told how badly we had needed 


nt, aplace when Pa let us take a lease on the 
ble restaurant. Except for the loan Pa made 
ake to me, Sonny and | hadn’t had a dime 
ing in the world. 

my Going into the restaurant, I started to 


op. get ready for the rush of the day. I felt 
1gs like telling Sonny he had a convenient 
put way of forgetting how we’d gone broke 
ing while he was trying to make a living 
1sy playing the piano. I remembered the 
ike cheap places we'd lived, and I got so 
rot mad I could hardly sit still long enough 
lo drink a cup of coffee. That was the 
re, way I was feeling when my sister é 
Marlene came in. 
By then it was after seven. I was pay- 
ing Marlene to come and help clean up 









MY SISTER= 


AND MY 


HUSBAND! 


Sonny couldn’t seem to 
ucceed at anything. I 
houghtit might do some 


ood if I nagged a little 


the morning. Living with Pa on the 

e front just across the road from us, 
larlene had no reason not to get over 
ix-thirty but she was always late. 
didn’t care either, and to make 
atters worse she was barefoot, her hair 
loose, brushed carelessly back from 
cheeks and she didn’t have a thing 
inder her striped cotton blouse and 


| knew it the minute she opened the 
Sonny grinned when she stopped 
he doorway but before Marlene could 
e another step I started bawling her 
I told her she was almost seventeen 
| it was time she stopped acting like 
kid but for all the good I did I could 
saved my breath. 
larlene just shrugged, smoothing her 
over the curves of her hips and 
fore I could say anything else Sonny 
ted kidding her, telling her she 
ked like Dorothy Dandridge. “But, 
y,” he said, “with all that equipment 
e got to be careful.” 
| was behind the counter when Sonny 
d that, but neither he nor Marlene 
| any attention to me. Instead they 
sd like they had a secret between 
and Marlene walked over to where 
y was sitting. Moving her hips and 
ng right to him, she lifted her face 
looked up so he couldn’t help but 
down the front of her dress. 
nny, she said, “remember? You 
| you’d write me a song.” 


nny grinned. He lifted his hand, 


and put his fingers under her chin. Then 
he tilted her face up, and pursed his lips 
like he was going to kiss her mouth. He 
said, “Listen, you little devil, I—” 

He never got any further because all 
at once I lost my temper. I was so mad 
I didn’t even remember getting around 
the counter. All I knew was the lazy 
way Marlene was pressed up against 
Sonny. I saw them like light was ex- 
ploding in my eyes. 

“For God’s sake, Sonny,” I yelled. 
“Can’t you keep your hands off that 
kid?” 

The words burst out of me and when 
Marlene whirled to face me, I slapped 
her across the mouth. The hard edge of 
my gold wedding band cut her lip, but I 
was blind with rage. Screaming, my 
voice ragged and shrill, | told her I was 
sick and tired of having her paw around 
Sonny. 

“And for Pete’s sake,” I shouted. 
“Stop coming around here half naked. 
Go back to the house and get something 
on under that dress.” 

By then Marlene was sobbing wildly. 
A smear of blood trickled from the cor- 
ner of her mouth. Her face was wet. She 
lifted her hands, jamming her fingers 
into her long hair and twisting back 
against the counter. “Don’t,” she cried, 
“please don’t.” 

I was sick with my own rage, and the 
beat of my heart was a big drum ham- 
mering in my ears, the heat choking in 
my throat. I wanted to stop but I 
couldn’t. Bitterly saying all the things 
I’d kept hidden, I accused her of show- 
ing off in front of Sonny. 

“I’m not blind,” I said, “and don’t try 
to lie. You’re old enough to know what 
you're doing.” 

I guess I’d have said a lot more but 
Sonny got between me and Marlene. 
Grabbing my shoulders, he told me to 
shut up. He tightened his hands and 
turned me around, forcing me to sit 
down on one of the counter stools. I 
felt his eyes stabbing at me and sud- 
denly, breaking down, I bent over the 
counter, burying my face in my arms 
and crying big shuddering sobs. I heard 
Sonny talking to Marlene. 

“You've got to forget this,” he said. 
“Come on, honey, get a hold of yourself. 
Stop crying. Now you go on home and 
wash up.” 

His voice faded. I heard him walking 
to the door with Marlene. The two of 
them whispered. I shivered and pressed 


Sonny 


and Marlene 


smiline at each other | 


they had a secret betw: 


them. 


know 


Neither seemed 


Was even arol 
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my forehead down against my arm. I 
hated Sonny for being with her instead 
of me. 

I couldn’t stop feeling that way either 
and even when Marlene was gone and 
Sonny got a cold wash rag so I could 
bathe my face, I felt bitter with all that 
had happened. When Sonny started to 
tell me I was wrong to talk about him 
and Marlene I said, “Well, I’m not blam- 
ing you, Sonny, but Marlene hasn’t got 
any business making a show of herself.” 
I caught my breath, seeing that Sonny 
didn’t think I had a right to say that, 
but I went ahead. “I’m pregnant, Son- 
ny,” I whispered. “Maybe I’m mixed up 
but I want things to go right here. I 
want us to get ahead so we'll have some- 
thing decent for the baby.” 

Sonny nodded. “Sure, Stella,” he said. 

I guess seeing that odd expression 
coming into his eyes I should have 
stopped, but I felt I had a right to make 
him remember how I’d stood by him 
that first year in Detroit. Sonny had 
never made enough with his music and 
we'd only got along because I worked 
steadily in an insurance office. When I 
brought that up, Sonny looked at me 
like I didn’t have a right to remind him 
that we’d ended up without a penny to 
our name. 

Trying to get Sonny to see my side 
I said, “I don’t care about that now, but 
we got a chance with Pa letting us have 
the restaurant. We can’t just expect him 
to hand out money but if we work at it, 
Sonny, we'll have something we can 
depend on.” 

“Sure,” Sonny said. “I know what you 
mean, Stella.” 

I didn’t think he did. Even after we'd 
opened, we kept bickering but at least 
when Pa found out I'd had a fight with 
Marlene he was on my side. He came 
over after the noon rush, walking slow 
like he’d had to do ever since he’d had 
his stroke. He came in and had a cup 
of coffee at the counter. I could tell he 
was warm with the heat but he was 
dressed neatly in a white shirt and tie 
and grey slacks. He looked tired, his 
thin hair grey, his eyes still sharp be- 
hind his rimless glasses. 

Pa asked about business. I told him 
we were doing fine and then he asked 
me about Marlene. Telling only part of 
the truth I said, “She came late. She 
wasn’t even dressed. No shoes. Well, you 
know.” 

Pa nodded, (Continued on Page 50) 
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“Why can’t you clean up once in! 
while?” Val screamed at me, “Til 
place is a pigpen. I’m ashamed 


bring anyone home.” 
“ates Ar Sigh { 





MADE 
MY 
DAUGHTER 


I'd always been a good mother to Val—I 

loved her, I didn’t nag or criticize, or 
try to make her perfect. Then why had I 
failed her, why had she turned out like this? 


AL BEGAN getting out of hand 

when she was fifteen. Up till then 
she’d been a quiet, sweet-tempered girl 
who had never caused me any real trou- 
ble. Of course there had been that time 
when she was twelve and had run away 
from home. But I had convinced myself 
that it wasn’t serious, just a silly child- 
ish trick. That it might have been any- 
thing else I wouldn’t for a moment 
consider or face up to it. 

I assured myself that I had been a 
good mother to her, loving and kind. I 
didn’t nag or perpetually criticize as my 
mother had done. I wanted a happier 
girlhood for Val than the one I had had. 
For I had been brought up by a perfec- 
tionist, whose rigid standards were 
almost impossible to meet. 

I remember once crying out bitterly 
to my oldest sister Malvina: “You never 
can suit Mom. What if there is dust on 
the underside of the table? Is that any 
reason for her to be mad for a whole 
day?” 

Malvina, who always pleased Mother 
without much effort, soothed me, “She’s 
just made that way, she can’t help it, 
Pamela. Things have to be perfect for 
her.” 

“What a way to live!” I stormed. 
“Making everyone miserable because 
there’s a speck on the carpet or a crumb 
on the drainboard. There are going to 
be more important things in life when / 
get married and have a home of my 
own.” I added under my breath, my 
fingers crossed in a for-luck twist, “with 
Emery.” 

For I knew already who I wanted to 
marry. I was sixteen and in love with 
the love of my life. Emery was a friend 
of one of my older brothers. The first 
time I’d seen him he had come to the 
house with a girl to pick up my brother 
for a skating date. I took an instant 
dislike to that girl and just as quickly 
| immediately liked him. 

My brother was delayed and Emery 
and the girl—I couldn’t bear to think of 
her as his girl—waited, chatting with the 
rest of the family. How attractive he 
was, so bright and gay and amusing. 
And so goodlooking, with his short- 
cropped hair, laughing eyes and lean- 
limbed build! 

Oh, how I resented that girl’s sleek 
good looks. If that was what he admired 
in a girl what chance was there that he’d 
even look at me with my grave eyes, 
short nose and withdrawn manner? 
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I MADE 
MY 


DAUGHTER 
ASHAMED 


knew right then it was love at first 
It had to be. Otherwise why did 
ave that hopeless, desperate aching 
w in the pit of my stomach as | 
hed him, after my brother arrived, 
gaily out of the house, carrying 
girl’s skates for her? 
ter that there was never any other 
for me. Oh, I was popular enough 
lated a lot. I had been kissed, even 
da bit. But I'd always pretend it 
Emery’s arms I was in—with Em- 
lips eager and demanding on mine. 
was nearly out of my mind with 
ness when I heard from my brother 
Emery had broken up with the girl. 
aw to it that the very next week there 
1 party at the house, and Emery 
vited. And after that—well, as he 
to say when we were married, 
h, I never had a chance.” 
t even as he said it, he’d catch me 
pressing me against the length 
s lean body, kissing my eyes and 
and the pulsating little hollow in my 


pega raeiaieneecteveay te taacered I had been seeing quite a bit of Barlow, and 


iness washing over me, I knew he 


wae ionipaste ose I even began to wonder if he might take 


ery was three years older than I, 


vhen he finished his stint in the Emery’s place. But then IT invited him over and 


we were married. | was only nine- 
| sel Gearaghh mney pane Tannen Oe couldn’t clean up—and I never saw him again 
't “ready for marriage,” in the 
hey gave in. They liked Emery a 
ut then, of course, everyone did. 
y looking back on our marriage it 
absolutely perfect. Maybe it was 
wonderful because it lasted for so 
a time. The rapturous, overwhelm- 





nd 
the 
nd 


1un 








ing passion of our lovemaking made me 
into a woman—a lucky, satisfied, radi- 
antly happy woman. I can’t remember 
us ever having a fight, not even having 
angry words. There was never anything 
but warmth and love and happiness in 
our little house. 

Emery got a job in a gas station and 
at the end of six months he was pro- 
moted and the company moved him into 
another state where they had just opened 
up a new territory. We bought a tiny 
two-bedroom house in a big develop- 
ment. We needed that extra bedroom, 
for when we had been married just a 
year our daughter was born. 

She was an adorable baby, fat and 


saucy and beautiful. “With her father’s 
wonderful disposition,” I’d say. And he 
would answer proudly, “Not to mention 
her mother’s good looks.” I’m sure no 
baby ever came into a home more 
wanted and more loved. She was born 
on February 14th, so naturally she was 
our precious Valentine. 

I was a completely contented wife and 
mother, tending lovingly to baby, hus- 
band and home. I ran my house in an 
easy, happy-go-lucky way. What if the 
bed did stay unmade now and again, the 
dinner dishes wait till the morning or the 
laundry pile up? Emery never seemed 
to mind and things weren’t actually 
dirty, I’d assure myself. The fun and 
happiness and joy in our little house 
counted more than the uncomfortable, 
unyielding tidiness that my compulsive 
housekeeper mother had imposed on her 
family. 

Then, tragically ending in one night, 
there wasn’t any more fun or joy or 
happiness. Val was just learning to walk, 
able to 
when he came in from work and cry out 
ecstatically, “Dada—” Another baby 
was on its way. “Little brother,” we 


totter into her father’s arms 


” 


called him with certainty. But another 
little 
warmly welcomed. 

Suddenly, as in a hideous nightmare, 
there wasn’t any “Dada.” Nor any little 


Valentine would have been as 


brother, either. Emery was killed by a 
couple of holdup men—kids, really— 
who came into the gas station during the 
night shift, demanding what cash there 
was. And Emery—my brave, foolish, 
heroic darling—died trying to protect 
what was not his. 

They shot him, brutally and savagely. 
Even so, they didn’t kill him outright. 
He wasn’t found until nearly an hour 
later and by that time he had bled to 
death alone on that stone floor. That, 
more than anything else, caused my wild 
hysteria—that he might have been saved, 
that he might have been calling to me for 
help, as his life ebbed away, and I 
slept on comfortably, unknowing, across 
town. 

Emery was killed on a Friday night. 
His funeral was the next Monday and 
at the end of that week I lost the baby. 
It would have been the little brother we 
had hoped for. From that moment on I 
didn’t care about living myself. 

My family came, and my mother and 
Malvina stayed on after the funeral. 
They had to decide what was to be done 


with me. For, like a helpless small child, 
I was unable to make decisions on my 
own. I was half crazed with grief. When 
not under sedation, | wept and moaned 
and wrung my hands. Or I’d clutch 
Valentine to me, weeping wildly as I 
cried out, “Oh, my poor baby—what’s 
going to happen to us?” 

It was finally decided that I should 
put the house up for sale and return to | 
live with my family. I didn’t care what 
happened to me. Numbly, I agreed with 
their decision. Then suddenly just the 
day before we were to leave, a sudden 
realization of what I would be returning 
to broke through the leaden weight of 
my misery. 

Mother, fussing about, said briskly, “I 
must say, Pamela, you certainly don’t 
keep things very tidy around here.” 

“As if that mattered at a time like 
this,” I said. 

“Even sorrow is not an excuse for 
sloppy habits.” She spoke to me as she 
had when I was small. “And the accu- 
mulation in your drawers and closets 
shows months of slovenly housekeep- 
ing.” 

I wanted to cry out that it was my 
house and if I wanted to be slovenly that 
was my business. But I remained silent, 
a determination tightening inside me. I 
wasn’t going to live again with my 
mother in a house where orderliness was 
a phobia. I was going to live the way I 
wanted in a home of my own. 

And try as they would, my family 
could not sway me. So in the end mother 
and Malvina left without Val and me. 
Now the memory of those first months 
after Emery’s death have an unreal, 
dreamlike quality. His insurance was not 
large but it was enough in cash to take 
care of us for awhile, especially when I 
spent it on practically nothing but food. 

Buying that food was the only thing 
that ever got me out of the house. The 
rest of the time I stayed inside, usually 
with the shades drawn. We truly lived 
from hand to mouth and I did no house- 
work that was not absolutely necessary. 
I don’t think in all that time I ever made 
a bed. I just shook out the covers at 
night and if I noticed the grimy filth on 
the sheets it didn’t bother me. 

Food and grease stuck to the dishes 
and pans which were never washed. 
Now and again I rinsed off a cup or plate 
but usually I just piled the unappetizing 
food on an already used plate. The sink 
and tables (Continued on Page 56) 
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Watch out, don’t get too close 


to her.”’ Caroline said. “You 


on’t want to get bugs.” I 
uughed with her but my heart 


ched for poor lonely Eva 


NGLISH CLASS had just let out 
and I was at my locker in Durban 
ior High School. The clunk-clunk of 
ming locker doors mingled with the 
nd of high, excited laughter and the 
ng murmur of voices, of hurrying 
and scraping, languid steps. No- 
but nobody could be happier 
» me this day because I had just 
: nominated Yearbook Queen. With 
roline Whelchel backing me I 
in’t lose. I closed my eyes tight and 
1ed them wide. It wasn’t a dream. I 
really in the “inner circle” here at 
ban. Briefly I wished the kids at 
rton Central School or all those other 
ls where I had been nobody at all 
d see me now—on top of the heap. 
stiffened as Eva Lipscom moved up 
ide me to open her locker next to 
A trembling half-smile was on 
lips as she waited for me to speak 
er. | pretended to be searching in 
back of my locker, avoiding her 
ways glances, but my high spirits 
ped. I wanted to speak to her kindly 
it how could I? I had to protect 
self, too, didn’t I? Everyone for 
elf, | thought grimly. It wasn’t my 
that she had picked out Caroline 
elchel’s steady to squire her around 
ery first day, was it? And Caroline 
ldn’t stand for anyone trespassing on 

property, not even a little bit. 
ouldn’t understand Caroline being 
us of Eva, though. Eva always 
1 as though she had just thrown 
er clothes, picked out of a grab 
and like she had rushed off to 
ol without fixing her hair. It usually 
-d to be fixed and she treated it like 
lidn’t really know it was there at all. 
‘Careful, Norma,” Caroline Whel- 
bright voice came from behind me, 
might catch bugs if you’re not 

il 


felt my face flush with pity but I 
in’t seem to open my stiff lips. How 


| defy Caroline when my whole 
ness depended on her being my 
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Eva and I were both new at Durban, but ! 
was “in” and she wasn’t. I should befriend 
her—I'd been “out” too often myself—but how 
could I give up what I'd always dreamed of? 









friend? Eva flinched as the words hit 
her but she didn’t turn around. Carol- 
ine’s eyes were flinty and brilliant as she 
watched Eva’s back stiffen. “Can bugs 
crawl from one locker to another?” 


Caroline piped, and suddenly the whole 


school was watching, a wave of eyes 
building up all around, waiting for 


something exciting to happen. Eva’s 
trembling hands grabbed a book and 
she closed her locker door quietly. As 
she walked away her back was so rigid 
that she looked as if she were actually 
leaning backwards. 

“Honestly!” Caroline snorted. “If I 


were you I’d get my locker changed.” 


There was a big lump of pity in my 
throat for Eva Lipscom, and a sick feel- 
ing spread through my stomach. It 
wasn’t fair. But Caroline wrapped her 
arm through mine with her quick little 
motion and all of the disappointed faces 
in the hall turned away. Like jackals, I 
thought, ready to pounce on a wounded 
animal. Eva was fair game—all because 
on her first day at school she had made 
the terrible mistake of asking Joe King, 
Caroline’s steady, to show her around. 

“We can’t have our next Yearbook 
Queen associating with trash, now can 
we?” she asked, patting my arm. “You 
talk to the counselor today, hear? Make 
Mrs. Williams move you in next to me.” 

I wanted to shout at Caroline that 
only a cruel monster would torment Eva 
the way she did but I couldn’t. | was too 
close to being in Eva’s position myself. 

It was just luck that Caroline Whel- 
chel had picked me for a friend when 
we moved to Durban just four months 
ago. All my fifteen years, it seems like I 
was always “that new girl.” Dad had a 
good job, but he was always being as- 
signed to a different city, and in order to 
keep the family together we moved when 
he was reassigned. Our home was lovely 
and happy but it had wheels—a trailer— 
and each day I wondered if tomorrow 
the wheels would be rolling to another 
town. On the average, we moved about 
twice a year and each time was torture 
for me. Our family, my mother and 
father and Larry, two years older than I, 
were very close to each other, though. 
Sometimes that was enough. Sometimes 
it just had to be. 

I’m a person who makes friends 
slowly and at each move I found it even 
more difficult to push myself forward to 
the crowd I wanted to join. I remem- 
bered too well the terrible rebuffs | had 
suffered before and each time was 
harder than the last. The last place we 
lived, Burton, | remember Dad coming 
home one night just bubbling over with 
news. He flung open the trailer door 
and spread his arms out with a dramatic 
sweep. 

“Hi, gypsies,” he shouted. Larry and 
I had been doing homework at the 
kitchen table while Mom cooked supper, 
We all exchanged glances. We knew 
what those words meant. We are going 
to move again. Larry frowned and I 
knew he hated to leave Jeanie, his girl- 
friend here at Burton. 

A little crinkle wedged between Mom’s 
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black eyes for just a second, but then it 
was gone and she was smiling and 
hugging Dad like she was happy as any- 
thing to be moving off. As for me, I was 
rather indifferent this time. Burton 
High School was a cliquish place where 
| didn’t have more than three casual 
friends and those were just people who 
barely spoke to me. You probably know 
schools that are like that. One small 
crowd runs the show and then there’s 
that bigger fringe around the crowd who 
are allowed to cheer at the things the 
crowd does. Then, there are the “outs” 
who are nothing really and deserve no 
attention whatever. At Burton I was an 
“out.” 

For one thing, there was always that 
feeling of panic as I stood in the cafete- 
ria at noon with my tray full, looking 
around for an empty chair. Cautiously I 
would pick out a place where I thought I 
would fit with the kids already eating at 
that table. I had to be careful every time 
because lots of times a girl or boy would 
drape an arm over an empty chair: “I’m 
saving this place,” he or she would say, 
and I would have to pick up my tray and 
find another chair. Then, I’d see that 
first place remain empty and know that I 
just wasn’t wanted there. That’s hard to 
take. 

So this time when Dad announced we 
were going to move I was fairly neutral. 
What could be worse than Burton? We 
found a trailer park real close to Durban 
Junior High School and moved in just 
as the second quarter started. I was 
ahead of my class in school work be- 
cause what else could a “nobody” do at 
Burton. The only extra thing I’d been 
allowed to do was to help with the 
scenery at the school play. 

The first few days at Durban Junior 
High I was miserable, too. Here I was, 
“that new girl” again, with curious eyes 
following me around to see where I 
would fit into the scheme of things. I 
guess it was because I was ahead in my 
studies that the teachers here started 
asking me to do extra things to keep me 
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busy. This was my last year of junior 
high and our English class was putting 
on a play, a comedy. I knew every line 
because they had put on the same play 
at Burton last quarter and | had helped 
with the scenery. 


AROLINE Whelchel was the undis- 
puted social leader of Durban 
Junior High. Her mother was dead and 
her father traveled a lot in his work so 
the gang had the run of Caroline’s house 
with just a woman who came in to super- 
vise. From some of the whispers I heard, 
that wasn’t much supervision. Anyway, 
Caroline was a big wheel at Durban, 
what with her father being on the school 
board and all. 

Well, Mrs. Williams, the English 
teacher, picked me for the lead in the 
play. That sure bugged Caroline. She 
even stomped out of English before the 
bell rang. Nobody but Caroline could 
get away with that, but Mrs. Williams 
just lifted her eyebrows a little higher 
and didn’t say a thing. But Caroline 
did! Right after class she was waiting 
for me out in the hall, her eyes flashing 
with anger. 

“Listen,” she said, sounding all out 
of breath as if she had been running, 
“you know I want the part of Emily in 
that play. Honestly! You got one nerve!” 

I was scared silly and I saw the part 
fading into the distance but I stuck my 
chin up in the air and shrugged. “Why 
tell me?” I asked coolly, elbowing my 
way past her. 

She stepped in front of me again. 
“You can’t even talk right,” she sneered 
at me. I knew I had an accent since we 
had lived the last six years in various 





parts of the Mid-west. 

“If you’d bother to read the play 
you'd know Emily has an accent,” I told 
her, pretending an indifference I sure 
didn’t feel. 

I saw her hesitate. I knew no one had 
probably ever spoken up to her before, 
Then a bright smile spread over her 
angry face. “You’re acting like Emily 
already,” she laughed. “Guess I’d just as 
soon direct the thing anyway.” 

Then, she linked her arm through 
mine with one little motion. “Going to 
history, Norma?” she asked and | 
nodded. 

That little incident right there was 
how I passed my real test at Durban 
Junior High. That was the beginning of 
my whole life really. I was in the inner 
circle, with Caroline as a sponsor. Carol- 
ine did direct the play and she was good 
at it, too. The kids were scared to make 
a fluff. When someone made a mistake 
Caroline would say, “Just watch and see 
how Norma handles her part.” After 
awhile I got over being embarrassed 
about it, though, and the play was going 
to be given in two weeks. 

My leading man in the play, Am 
Jamesmith was the leading man in my 
life, too. It happened when he had to 
kiss me in the play. We weren’t sup- 
posed to really kiss, just turn our heads 
so that the audience would think so. But 
one afternoon at rehearsal our lips 
touched and it was like we’d both been 
struck with lightning. We just stood 
there and looked at each other while the 
cast giggled and Mrs. Williams tried to 
act like nothing had happened. I barely 
managed to get off stage on cue and 
Caroline was smiling at me slyly. I won- 


I saw myself doing cruel things—anything 


to stay in the group—but I couldn’t stop. 


And with Arn I knew [d easily give up 


anything to keep him—even my self-respect 
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dered if she had put Arn up to it because 
Arm ran with her crowd even though he 
dated high school girls mostly. 

When rehearsal was over Arn was 
standing there at the stage door beside 
Joe, Caroline’s steady. Arn smiled at me 
and I went absolutely limp. 

“Let’s all go get a hamburger,” he 
said, rubbing his muscled left arm with 
his big right hand as if he had strained 
jt too much playing basketball or some- 
thing. Caroline and Joe laughed. 

“Honestly,” Caroline said as we 
moved toward the door, “we could have 
more fun at my house. We can have 
cokes or something.” 

I felt like I had taken root to the spot. 
I'd never had a real boyfriend, just a 
few boys walking me home from school 
or something. Arn put his big warm 
hand under my elbow, though, and 
guided me out to his car. I didn’t know 
any of the kids in Junior High had cars 
but I knew Arn was sixteen already. 

All the way to Caroline’s house every- 
one was talking and laughing and so 
they didn’t notice how quiet I was. My 
mind was whirling around so that I was 
absolutely witless. Whatever I did I 
knew I had to be careful not to get Carol- 
ine mad at me, or the beautiful bubble 
of popularity would burst and I would 
be a nobody again. 

When we got there, Caroline got out 
the cokes and Joe sank down into a deep 
chair in the den pulling a giggling 
Caroline down on his lap. 

“Get lost,” Joe winked at Arn. “Just 
pick any room.” 

Arn drew me into the hall and his 
warm lips were over mine before I could 
protest—then I didn’t want to object 
any more. That same lightning we 
noticed before flashed between us, sort 
of welding us together as if we couldn’t 
pull apart, ever. I didn’t know much 
but I knew I shouldn’t let him kiss me 
like that but if I pushed him away 
Caroline might be mad. So, I let Arn 
think that sometime later I might give 
into him. I slanted my eyes up at him 
in a teasing way while I held myself off. 

I knew something else had started 
that I would have to decide one way or 
another very soon. But then Caroline 
served sandwiches and pretty soon the 
boys left. Caroline leaned over close 
tome and whispered, “Did you let Arn 
make love to you?” Her eyes were hard 
and bright with excitement as she 
clutched my arm. 






“T wanted to ask you to 
be kinder to Eva,”” Miss 
Williams said, “please.” 


t\or . 
| 
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“That’s a secret,” I whispered, but I 
winked at her and rolled my eyes up 
toward the ceiling. 

Then her face was sober and straight. 
“I’d do anything to keep Joe,” she said. 
“Honestly, when I think of that horrid 
Eva Lipscom trying to get him away 
from me I could just kill her.” 

I wanted to explain to her that it 
probably hadn’t been like that at all. I 
knew what it was like to be a new girl 
and not even know where the classes met. 
Eva had just wanted someone to show 
her the rooms. She wasn’t after Joe. But 
I didn’t try to explain. I was too afraid 
Caroline would flash her anger at me 
and burn up all my chances to be Year- 
book Queen—to be somebody at last. 

When I got home that night I was 
floating on a cloud and Mom smiled 
knowingly. Larry teased me some about 
my “vacant stare” but I didn’t care. 
Now, for the first time in my life I had 
everything. I was certain to win the 
contest for Yearbook Queen and that 
meant not only would I have my picture 
in the Yearbook and in the local paper 
but I would reign over the Graduates’ 
Prom, too. And it was all because Carol- 
ine was my friend. 






























Like I said, things were great at Dur- 
ban until I started having conscience 
pangs about Eva Lipscom. Eva was a 
large girl with light hair and freckles on 
her nose. She could have been attractive 
if she’d fix herself up. Then she had 
made that mistake about Joe. 

Right away Caroline started snicker- 
ing at Eva. I went cold all over every 
time Caroline made some smart crack 
because I had been in Eva’s shoes my- 
self. The other kids took it up then 
when their leader did and the remarks 
grew more barbed and cruel. That’s 
when some brain suggested that Eva 
probably had bugs because she never 
looked really clean. She had her locker 
next to mine and now Caroline wanted 
me to ask to change lockers. 

“Don’t forget to ask Miss Williams,” 
she said over her shoulder as she walked 
away. I was going to let that slip my 
mind, to put it off, but just as Caroline 
said that Miss Williams popped out of 
her room, young and slim, and put her 
arm around my shoulder. 

“Ask Miss Williams what?” she asked, 
smiling at me, and I was stuck. Caroline 
was walking backwards now, watching 
us. (Continued on page 53) 
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I TRIED not to cry as I packed my bags to go back to the Home. My heart 
was breaking but I didn’t want to make it any rougher on Mr. Alberts and 
Paul. But this had been my home for four years. How could I leave it? 

Mr. Alberts carried my bags downstairs. His face was very sad. “You know 
we love you like a daughter, Donna,” he said. “When Mrs. Alberts gets better 
—” He cleared his throat and looked helplessly at me, a short, gentle-faced 
little man who had really been like a father. I flung my arms around his neck. 

“That’s all that’s important,” I said huskily. “She'll get well soon, I know. 
And I'll keep in touch with you.” 

it was harder leaving Paul than anybody. He was sixteen and I was just 
twelve but he was my hero, my dream-man. He tried to smile. “Hurry up and 
get to be a big girl. Donna,” he said as he had so often teased me before. 
“You're going to be my steady someday.” 

I looked into his shining eyes—for the last time I tousled his curly hair. 
“Don’t forget that,” I said, my lips trembling. “Just don’t forget.” Then | 
ran to the gate and got into the car from the Home and we drove away. 

Those had been four wonderful years. Before then, well—I had been just 
another kid in the County Home. It was a clean place but there wasn’t much 
love there. How we all dreamed of living in a normal home. Most of us were 
there because our parents were “unfit” for some reason or other. Because of 
that we were told nothing about our families and our parents were not allowed 
to visit us here. At least the “unfit” parents were not allowed to visit. Mine 
never came and | was told nothing of them so I knew that they must be unfit 
too. As I grew older and learned what that meant | felt so ashamed and 
heartbroken | could hardly stand it. 

The matron, Mrs. Scott, knew I was unhappy in the Home, although I could 
remember no other place, for | had been brought here when I was too young 
to remember. One day she called me to the office and told me I was going to 
be sent to live in a foster home. 

“I think you'll like that much better, Donna,” she said. “Mr. and Mrs. 
Alberts are wonderful people and they have a young son who is four years 


I'd been so happy in the foster home— 
I couldn't live with these people. They 


were my real parents, but they were 


just like complete strangers to me 
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older than you are. He'll be like a big 
brother.” 

[| burst into tears then. “Why do they 
want me?” I wept wildly. “Maybe I 
have bad blood. I'd heard older girls 
discussing such things. My parents were 
‘unfit,’ weren’t they?” 

Mrs. Scott sighed. “I’ve often felt it 
was wrong not to tell the children about 
their parents but it is a rule and I have 
to follow it. However, I will tell you this 
much, Donna. You have nothing to be 
ashamed of about your mother and 
father. They love you but they cannot 
have you with them at this time. Now, 
try to put it out of your mind and accept 
this new home and enjoy it.” 

| couldn’t put it out of my mind but I 
did enjoy my new home. Mrs. Alberts 
was slim and frail looking but she 
seemed to bustle with energy. She was 
never quiet a moment. Mr. Alberts was 
slow and easy going and Paul—well, I 
adored Paul from the moment I saw 
him. By the time I was eleven I knew I 
wanted Paul to be my boyfriend far 
more than my brother. Sure, I was 
young but that’s the way I felt, and Paul 
felt it too. 

“You’re going to grow up to be a real 
attractive girl,” he said once in his teas- 
ing way but his eyes weren't teasing at 
ll. “Your hair is so pretty and your 
eyes are too. Now when you outgrow 
those freckles on your nose you can be 
my steady.” 

“T’ll hold you to that,” I said. He 
chuckled. “Okay Donna—I don’t mind 
if you do.” 

Oh, it was all normal and wonderful. 
[ went to school and the kids liked me. 
[t was just as I’d dreamed a home would 
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be. And on my twelfth birthday I had 
a date with Paul! It wasn’t a real date 
—he just took me to the movies and he’d 
done that often enough. But I had a new 
blue dress to wear that clung snugly to 
me and I knew I looked much older than 
twelve. I could have been fourteen—or 
maybe even fifteen. “You’re growing up, 
Donna,” Paul said when he brought me 
home. Then he kissed me. Just a wisp 
of a kiss but I knew I’d remember it all 
of my life. 

Oh, I still wondered about my own 
family at times but my life was so full 
that I was too busy to think much about 
them. I just hoped that they were nice 
people and that Paul would never have 
to be ashamed of me because of what 
they were. 

Then, all of a sudden my happy life 
ended. Mrs. Alberts became very ill with 
liver trouble. She would have to be in the 
hospital for weeks—maybe months. And 
of course the social workers wouldn't let 
me stay here without her around, so ! 
was sent back to the Home. | just didn’t 
see how I could stand it now. I felt 
crushed as I went into Mrs. Scott’s office. 

“Sit down, Donna,” Mrs. Scott said. 
She smiled gently at me. “I know how 
you hate leaving the Alberts but I think 
I have good news for you.” 

“You're going to send me to another 
foster home?” Tears gathered in my 
eyes. “No place could be as nice as the 
Alberts.” 

“Perhaps not, but I’m not sending you 
to a foster home,” Mrs. Scott said. 
“Donna, we’ve decided to let your real 
parents have you.” 

I just stared at her. Oh, I knew my 
name was Blake, but that was all I knew 
about my family. Mrs. Scott took a deep 
breath. “They became able financially 
to take care of you several years ago but 
you were so happy where you were that 
we decided to leave you there. Of course 
we discussed it with your parents be- 
cause by then they had a nice enough 
home to have a legal right to you but 
they agreed with me that it would be 
best to let you stay where you were. Now 
that this has happened—vwell, they want 
you with them very much and there is no 
reason why you shouldn’t be with them. 
They have been very unselfish, Donna. 
Never forget that. Always they’ve put 
your welfare first.” 

“What are they like?” I blurted, too 
dazed to think (Continued on Page 67) 


Why shouldn't I go out 
with Dex? Sure, h 


didn’t have the best rep- 


utation, but he was an 


outcast—and I was too 
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BRandy was real nice and I liked him a lot, 
but he never asked me for a date. With 
my parents like they were, I knew why 
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N TIFTON, GA., John Franklin Henry, 30, was re-jailed on charges of stealing 
an automobile. Asked why he did it. he said he wanted to return to jail, added; 
“I just wasn’t getting enough to eat on the outside.” 


* * * 


In Gaffney, S. C., Mayor William D. Cooke received an application from a pr 
oner in City Jail asking if he could join the police force. 


* * * 


In Lexington, N. C., police were about to leave without arresting 49-year 
Reid Crook, who had in his possession a gallon of wine, 27 cans of beer and 
pints of tax-paid whiskey, all of which was legal. They did, however, arrest 
for having a pint of moonshine, which is illegal in any amount. 


* * * 


In Chicago, IIl., comedian Dick Gregory told why he voted for Kennedy: “I he 
he’s gonna air-condition the cotton fields.” : 


* * * 


the Daily Mirror published the following letter sign 
“Emptyhanded, NYC”: “To that cheap little bum who broke off with me just} 
fore Christmas to avoid buying a gift: Please come back, I have a present 

you—a box of mothballs for your wallet.” 


In New York, N. Y., 


* a * 


In Baltimore, Md., Joe Bullock, 17, appeared in Police Court on a charge 
disorderly conduct. His father accompanied him. At the end of the hearing t 
elder Bullock was fined $25, but young Bullock was placed on probation fort 
year. Reason: the father disagreed loudly with the police version of why his 


had been arrested. 


* * * 


In Montgomery, Ala., John B. Thomas recently filled out a missing-person I 
port on his brother-in-law, David Johnson, 30, who’s been missing since 1956. 


* © * 


In Little Rock, Ark., unemployed Johnny Doby was charged with triple burglay 
after he stole $7,041.53 worth of TV sets, record players and radios, then trie 
to sell them at reduced rates for $5 down and $5 a month. 


* * ae 


In Columbia, S. C., Will Sumter, in his eighties, appearing in court on drunket 
ness charges, when asked if he was drunk, answered: “No, sir, but I was work 


ing on it!” 
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And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAV EEN - iss: send 
$1.25 this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage) to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you at ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers_—; your wholesoler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his nome and address and we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee_,,, must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN .. . or send the 


unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. + 1888 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, IIL 





Do you want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER? 


amazing 
3-Day Test 

For Quick Triple Action with BERNEL'S HAIR CREAM 
cream with triple action gives 
air a new softer luster with glowing 
ts that even enhances the beauty 
s flowing hair. it contains loads of 
AND RICH OILS to lubricate 
SREAKING, FALLING-OFF, SPLIT 
CHY SCALP. Excellent thin hair, 
nassaging-grooming aid. Keeps all 
of hair lovelier longer. Has non- 
effect. Giant family size $2.20. Reg- 
size $1.10. If C.0.0. postage extra. 

DNEY BACK GUARANTEE. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS Dept. T-5 
Box 104, G.P.0., New York 1, N.Y. 





Gypsy Bait Oil 


MAKES FISH BIT ost 


COST 
us aroma of Gypsy Fish 
| Compound makes smell 
sh wild through thou- 
smell organs covering 
lies. One drop on lure 
ait works in fresh or salt 
hether you still fish, cast, 
oll. Really. works. Only 
for $4.98). Cash orders 
if C.O.D. postage extra. 
h to your bait or money 
FREE. Handy water re- 
pouch with every bottle. EXTRA BONUS: Free 
99 Secrets of Catching Catfish’’ with order for 3. 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Ime. Dept. 7220 


GENUINE 
HUMAN HAIR 


P ls 4; 
CAP WIG GLAMOUR 
) right side Covers entire heod On| 


y $15.99 aan 57.98. 


SIDE PUFFS 
Only $2.79 


STATE SHADE DESIRED. 
1.75 . 9 : ELECTRIC 
OMB $3.00 


= Sg 85 oka 


Send No 


eeereeccecoce 
a 


M 
MONEY-BACK ou 


piOuA CO. BOX SB RICHMOND 45, V 
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me 


IN & SOUL/Oscar Brown Jr. (Columbia): The best introduction to the genius 

of Oscar Brown Jr. is this LP, his first. One of the newest and most versatile 
talents in the field today, he has been developing ever since he “was a kid flipping 
rides on the wagons that peddled down our alley, hiding and seeking and learning 
there is more than one world.” 

The album is a masterpiece in versatility, ranging from the swinging and humor- 
ous Signifyin’ Monkey to the whimsical and now popular Dat Dere, released earlier 
as a single, to the folk-like Watermelon Man and Brown Baby, to the startlingly 
different Bid "Em In, which one Chicago disc jockey described as “something like 
nothing you’ve ever heard before.” 

Each of the songs is a complete statement, a total story, an expression of mood or 
feeling, and each one rings true—whether tender or happy, loving, laughing, raw, 
hurt or blue. 

Oscar Brown Jr. is a rarity; he is “an integrated artist in a non-integrated world.” 
He is singer, actor, lyricist, composer, poet, author—and he doesn’t confine each 
talent to its own field. When hé’s singing you know he’s an actor too; when he 
composes, you can feel his experience as a singer. The results: an artist to watch 
and an LP to listen to. 


I DIG DANCERS/Quincy Jones (Mercury): You don’t have to be completely jazz- 
oriented to dig the music of Quincy Jones. It has that kind of universality of appeal 
that communicates with the real beat jazz-nik as well as the person who just likes 
nice music. 

Quincy takes a big band and handles it as if it were a small combo so that he gets 
the best points of both—the fluidity of a small group and the impact and richness 
of a large. He also gets a sound that’s different from everyone else. 

Featured on the LP are Pleasingly Plump, G’wan Train, Moonglow, Tone Poem, ~ 
You Turned The Tables On Me, Chinese Checkers, Love Is Here To Stay, The 
Midnight Sun Will Never Set, Trouble On My Mind, and A Sunday Kind of Love. ~ 
The Midnight Sun and Pleasingly Plump are Quincy’s own compositions. 











Freda DeKaight 


Home Service Director 














New Ideas For 
Lenten Foods 


‘HE age-old question of what is new to serve 
for Lent seems to be a yearly problem with 
memakers. Trying to satisfy the appetites of 
se who do and those who don’t like fish, eggs 
id other Lenten foods becomes a real problem. 
\ny of the traditional dishes can become some 
ally elegant dressed-up Easter treats with a 
few gourmet tricks, and in many instances these 
icure tricks can change the complete taste, and 
usual “I don’t like” will become an “I like” 

| a must for year-round eating. 
Just to prove any food can change face and 
ivor, here are some new ideas for your Lenten 
,ods. Try serving them with different or unusual 


vel ages. 


; n \ iA y) {4} | 
Noodles With Herb Cheese Sauce 


A mixture of herbs gives this meatless dish a mysterious anh 
marvelous flavor, and the addition of eggs, salmon or tuna turn 
it into a hearty meal. Dress it up with a fresh sprig of parsley. 


Rolled Fish Fillets And Corn Casserole 


For an unusual looking, and tasting, Lenten dish, this casserole 
(left) is just the thing. A bright strip of pimiento across 
fish fillet roll really dresses it up, adds interest to the taste 











Pineapple-Shrimp Kabobs 


This attractive dish (above) can be easily 
made, and makes a novel serving. Kabobs 
are brushed with tart butter sauce, broiled. 
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Almond-Crusted Fish Baked in 
herry 
This dish can be served with glasses of 
sherry to bring out the full flavor. Rice 
and pimiento makes ideal accompaniment. 


Luncheon Sandwich Loaf 


This tasty luncheon can be enhanced by 
a quick cheese sauce served over the sand- 
wich. Sauce takes only minutes to prepare. 














HIGH 
HAIR STYLES 


OR THE teen-ager today, a good hair 

style is about as important as the 
Spring Prom and about as necessary as 
learning the latest dance step. And the 
style should be flexible—a few twists and 
a high style party hairdo should trans. 
form easily into a simple and casual 
hairdo for school. 


lress-up party hair style, soft side curls fall from a center 
Hairdo features straight bangs across jorehead, and a satin 
on the side can easily be added for an extra dress-up touch. 


A soft simple hairdo for school days, this style (above) has ends 
softly curled in a modified page boy. Half-bang adds to effect 
around the forehead. Back view (left) shows swirled effect. 





Softly waving casual curls are the 
keynote in TAN’s hair styles, with half- 
bangs popular. Dress-up accessories are 
also popular for added interest: velvet 
bows, ribbons and headbands. 

For the teen-ager who wants a becom- 


ing hair style that’s casual as well as 
chic, these styles are just the thing. 


For the campus, wide half-bang dominates this hair- 
style. Hair on sides and in back is pulled back into 
a loose pony tail. Half-bang blends into side hair. 


Back view (above) shows new slant on the pony tail: 
a shorter hairdo, more curled, like the chignon. Vel- 
vet ribbon holds pony tail in place, adds interest. 


The quaint victorian look (left) is shown in this 
bouffant page boy style which features a center part. 
Hair is gently waved. Headband adds party touch. 
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" Light up your 


skin with beauty” 


says famous model Helen Williams 


7 « 


Non-irritating, yet gives a lighter look! 
Refines pores, prevents oily shine, too! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, where she 
recently modeled, as she is in New York! Helen says, ‘I love 
the light, smooth look Pond's Vanishing Cream gives my skin. 
it leaves a lovely luminosity—perfect for any girl who likes 
to look her best!’’ And, of course, this gentle beauty cream 
iever irritates as harsh bleaching creams so often do. It 
actually smooths and softens your skin! 

Guards against blackheads, too! Light, greaseless Pond's 
Vanishing Cream refines pores, checks oiliness. Use it by 
tself to give your skin a velvety finish . . . or as a base to keep 
your makeup fresh and flawless. Light up your beauty with 
Pond's Vanishing Cream! 
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Child Care: 


Failing Grades 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


T HE QUESTION is _ increasingly 

asked, “What shall I do when my 
child fails in school?” and the answer 
is never a simple one. Too often the par. 
ent has a tendency to feel that the child 
is being picked on, or not given an equal 
opportunity by a prejudiced teacher, 
Too often the parent, especially in a 





| society which often requires both mother 


and father to work, expects of the school 
and the teacher things which are more 
properly the province of the home. Often 


_ the child who does poorly in school does 


so because he is not in a situation at 
home which lends itself to study and to 


| doing homework. It is extremely diff. 
_cult for a youngster just developing 


habits of study to concentrate while the 


| television is going full blast, or mother 





and father are engaged in a_ heated 


domestic discussion. 

More and more schools are taking 
precautions that really sick children do 
not come to school, but there is very 
little that they can do about the child 
who does not get enough rest at night, 
or who comes to school on an inadequate 
breakfast, followed by a cold sandwich 
and a pop at noon time. This child can- 
not possibly do his best because he is 
not giving his body enough fuel in the 
form of wholesome nourishing food. 

If your child does badly in his school 


| work, and you feel fairly certain that 
_he has normal aptitudes and ability, 





then try to discover if the trouble is 


_ really centered in the school situation or 


in the home. It might be a good idea to 
check the home situation first. Many 3 
parent has challenged school authorities 
only to find that the fault could be 
placed at his own door. 

If you are sure that the home situation 
leaves nothing to be desired and your 
child has shown no improvement, then 
ask for an appointment with your 
child’s teacher and the counselor to se 
if in their judgment anything specifi 
can be done to help your child. Often 
little interest and cooperation on the patt 
of parents can go a long way to help# 
“dull” child develop into a “bright” 


one. 
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Smart Shoppers...Buy by BREASTED 


CONFIDENCE 
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Clothes do the most for the girl 
with a lovely complexion! So, use 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your dull, drab 
skin take on a lighter, brighter, 
softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 
science knows of no faster way to 
lighten skin. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters. 


43¢, 65¢. 











BLEACHING CREAM 





Bea Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 

Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. E. B. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 





Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


r the first time science has found a 
vy healing substance with the astonishing 
ity to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 

without surgery. 

case after case, while gently relieving 

, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 
fost amazing of all—results were so 
yrough that sufferers made astonishing 

tater ents like “Piles have ceased to be a 


secret is a new healing substance 
Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 
8 substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug 


rs 




















How He Proposed 


By Carmen DeLavallade 


EOFFREY HOLDER was one of the most persistent men I ever met. I first met 
him when I began rehearsals for the Broadway show House Of Flowers, and 
about two days after we met he asked me to marry him. I changed the subject. 
I had just arrived in New York—I was pretty well known as a professional dancer 
on the West Coast, but not in the East—and I didn’t know a soul here. Geoffrey 
befriended me and my partner Alvin Ailey, and I thought he was very nice. We 
were together most of the time in House Of Flowers, which ran for about five 
months, and every few days he would ask me again to marry him. 

Like the song says, “. . . he was so persistent he wore down my resistance . . 
I fell . . .” We were married on June 26, 1955 at Christ and Holy Trinity Church 
in Westport, Connecticut. My father, aunt and two sisters flew from California for 
the wedding, and Geoffrey’s mother and father came from Trinidad. Everyone was 
very pleased. 

The wedding itself was simply beautiful. Geoffrey planned it and the reception 
around a West Indies theme to acquaint me with his native islands, which I’d never 
visited. It had all the color, sound and mysticism of the islands and everywhere 
there were symbols, music and food that were as West Indian as peas and rice. We 
used quite a bit of pink—there were pink snapdragons and carnations among the 
flowers banking the altar, my white bridal gown was embellished with pink velvet 
ribbon and my tiara was sprinkled with pink seed pearls. Pink is the color of 
Erzulie—the voodoo love deity. 

The reception was held at the White Barn estate (it was at the White Barn theatre 
that Geoffrey gave his first American dance concert in 1953), and the lawn sur- 
rounding the main house, swimming pool and summer pavilion had been decorated 
like a transplanted West Indian village. When we cut the wedding cake, we used 4 
West Indian machete, the symbol of the voodoo god Ogoun. 








Lon 
Ever 
after 


isn’t 
althe 
famc 
age ( 
ing. 
danc 
used 
Com 
years 
Hous 
movi 
Egyp 
And 
work 
Met } 
Ri 
Broa 
recen 
Queei 
as Wi! 


Wh 
didn’t 
create 
fessio 
it has; 
but we 
it is | 
have : 
is alw: 


It v 
been 1 
for a 
Antho 
about 
Was o 
ever nn 










met 
and 
ect. 
cer 
rey 
We 
five 


irch 
for 
was 


tion 
ever 
here 


the 
slvet 
r of 


atre 
sur- 
ated 
ed a 











Right after the reception we rushed 
to our apartment-studio in New York 
City, packed and hurried to the airport 
to board a plane for Miami. We had to 
appear in the Philco convention tele- 
yision show. Somehow I knew I would 
be working on my wedding day! 

In addition to being a dancer and 
drummer, my husband Geoffrey is a 
choreographer, photographer, actor, cos- 
tume designer, composer, artist, and 
author. He comes from a musical fam- 
ily—his older brother Bosco is a dancer, 
and his mother, Mrs. Arthur Holder, had 
made her professional dancing debut in 
London (at 54) just before our wedding. 
Even our son Leo shows signs of taking 
after his famous and versaiile father. 


When I have any spare time—which 
isn’t often-—I like to paint as a hobby, 
although I’m not nearly as good as my 
famous husband. I also like to encour- 
age our son Leo to try his hand at paint- 
ing. Most of my time, though, is spent at 
dancing, and I do some teaching too. | 
used to work with the Lester Horton 
Company on the West Coast for eight 
years, and before my Broadway debut in 
House Of Flowers | appeared in several 
movies—among them Lydia Bailey, The 
Egyptian, Carmen Jones and Demetrius 
And The Gladiator. And Geoffrey and | 
worked together as guest stars in the 
Met production of Aida. 

Right now I’m appearing in an off- 
Broadway play, Ballet Ballads, and we 
recently started rehearsing for the show 
Queen Esther—all this besides my duties 
as wife and mother. 


When I decided to marry Geoffrey, | 
didn’t think that the marriage would 
create any problems because of our pro- 
fessions or difference in nationality. And 
it hasn’t. Sometimes we dance together, 
but we would really rather not. We think 
it is the best way because we always 
have something to talk about and there 


is always something going on. 


It will be six years in June that we’ve 
been married, and I haven’t regretted it 
for a minute. We have one son, Leo 
Anthony, who’s 4. And, when I think 
about it, I’m awfully glad that Geoffrey 
was one of the most persistent men | 


ever met. THE END 












Ruth Webb, Famous Beauty 


Consultant, Shows You How to 


with 
COSMETICS! 


| FREE OFFER COUPON-MAIL NOW! 


EASY PROVEN PLAN TO EARN 


$ TO 
MAKE BIG MONEY In Just Your ‘250 







Ruth Webb knows the way to 
Make Big Money with Cosmetics. 
Now, she'll share her secret with 
you, show you step-by- 
step how anyone can make really 
big money in spare or full time as 
the Lucky Heart Representative. 
It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamorous, 
as well as highly profitable to sell 
Lucky Heart, the exclusive quality 
line of exciting new cosmetics. 


Let Ruth Webb Help You Get 
Your Start With Lucky Heart 
Start earning now, right away. You 
meed no experience. Am is no 
barrier. Thousands of folks just 
like you make big money in little 
time when they show and demon- 
strate exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Preparations to their friends, 
neighbors and relatives—people 
they know and like. You'll get 
orders on sight, start making big 
money from the very first day. To 
get you started, we will send you 
$10.00 Display Kit for only $1.00 
to help cover postage and han- 
dling. Or write for complete in- 
formation NOW! 


















































! LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept. 2 D, | 
Memphis 2, Tenn. | 
DISPLAY (] Please send my $10 Cosmetic Display Kit 
KIT prepaid. | enclose $1 to help cover postage | 
and handling. i 
(_] Please send me more information. H 
NAME i 
ADDRESS. | 
city ZONE__STATE____| 











FREE |. Q. TEST 


Are you happy with your present job? 


Are your talents being wasted? 
Shouldn’t you earn more money? 


LEARN THE TRUTH 
ABOUT YOUR: 
INTELLIGENCE 


LEARNING ABILITY 
REASONING POWER 


Send for your free !.Q. exam. 
Enclose 25¢ for handling. 


1. 9. INC, P.O. BOX 7107D Chicago 80, Ill. 


POEMS WANTED 








Best songs recorded FREE 
with 7-piece orchestra. We 
write music. Send poems 
— FREE examination. 


HEAR WHAT WE'VE DONE 


FOR OTHERS... 
WRITE TODAY FOR 


FREE 
SAMPLE 


RECORD 














© Dept. T, 1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. _ ed 











Satisfaction or money back — Lowest 
Prices— Freight Paid. Free Catalog. 
MONUMENT CO.,Dept. 878, JOLIET, ILL. 





FLORIDA 


5 ACRES FULL PRICE $695 


ze month, no interest. Send $1 for contract and 
ull information on this amazing tropical Collier 
County land offer. You must be convinced this is 
the best land saan in Florida . . . or depos 

promptly refunded. WEBB Realty Corporation, 
ris75 R. W. 7th Ave. Dept.TA-3Miami 50, Florida 













SKINNY? 


If skinny, thin and underweight be- 
cause of poor appetite or poor eating 
habits take New Super Wate-On. Puts 
on pounds and inches of firm solid flesh or 
money back. WATE-ON is super-rich 
in weight building calories plus vita- 
mins, minerals and energy elements. 
Hospital tested. Fast weight gains re- 
ported. No over-eating. Makes cheeks, 
‘ bustline, arms, legs fill out, puts flesh 
on skinny figures all over body. Fights fatigue, low 
resistance, sleeplessness due to underweight condi- 
tion. If underweight is due to disease take WATE-ON 
under direction of your doctor. Get NEW SUPER 
WATE-ON at druggists today. 
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Top*Problem 






COVERS THE 
TOP AND 
THE SIDES 


A SPECIAL- 
PROBLEM PIECE 


A hard to find piece, just 
created by us, for the 
women who has thin hair 
at the top or whois baid- 
ing near the crown of her 
head. Looks so netural, 
no one would ever guess. 










(Solves the“Bare 





AFTER 
THIS HAIR PIECE 
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Gold Medal of Sheepshead Bay 
Dept. Y-4 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 


Mark here matchin 

ee ee € shade or send sample 
O Jet Black O Off Black 0 Brown O Dark 
~—— om Se oe. 

endme the Me © Bouffant 
#756 in shade marked. ee 
O On Delivery I will pay $4.98 pilus 
postege and c.o.d. 
Notice:— If you send $4.98 cash, or 
money order you save all c.o.d. and 
postage charges. 
eeos to you all charges paid by Gold 


Name 





Street 


Box # 





Route 





(Se ee |) 


FREE, Betty's Booklet of Hair Styli 
ideas and Se i ‘hee 
Bulletin. 


id Medal Big - Beauty - 


COVERS THE TOP 
CROWN OF YOUR 
HEAD ANDO FILLS 
/M TOP SIDES 8 BACK 


1 









All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 


ASCOT MUSIC, INC. + Studio 1-14 





7 Jewel Wristwatch 
With Every Bridal Set 
Yes, your. ¢ of 
Ladies’ Exquisite Wrist- 
watch or Man's 

watch with 7 jewel lever 
movement in New, Mod- 
ern, 10K Yellow Rolled 
Gold Pilate case. stain- 
Jess back... 


When = os id for within cy 4 


Bridal set is beautiful 1 /20-10K 
GOLD FILLED set with simulated diamonds. The 
utiful rings 





Two Rings match perfectly. these bea 
eis ob ot plus a 7 jewel wristwatch for a total cost 
GET-ACQUAINTED PAYMENT PLAN. AR 

= MONEY, just name , ae thip at 


SEND N We ship 
once and you sostman only $4.95 T. I., plus C. a 
-00 later (anytime within one 
send ring size ‘Wear 10 vs on 0 
tee. RUSH ORDER ‘ 
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My Sister—And My Husband! 


(Continued from Page 25) 


starting to say there were times he didn’t 
know how to handle Marlene, but before 
he could finish Sonny joined us. Looking 
from me to Pa, Sonny said, “It wouldn’t 
hurt for you to let Marlene know you love 
her.” 

I knew that made Pa mad so I said 
quickly that Sonny was soon going to get 
a chance to see what it was like to have 
to raise a child himself. 

Pa got up angrily. “I guess everybody 
has a lot to learn,” he said. 

I knew Pa was aiming the remark at 
both Sonny and me but I felt responsible. 
I felt I owed Pa a lot and I knew he ex- 
pected a lot of me. In a way because Mom 
had died when I was just eleven I was 
almost like Pa’s partner. With Marlene 
being five years younger, I’d just about 
raised her but even being that close she 
never really took after me or Pa. 


PA HAD always expected me to be care- 

ful and think ahead. I guess running 
a real estate business he just naturally 
knew things had to be done a certain way. 
By picking up the right property at the 
right time, he’d made a good deal of money 
too. Besides the lake front house and the 
restaurant property he was letting Sonny 
and me lease, Pa owned four other lake 
cottages that he rented. With Marlene so 
scatter-brained Pa had intended for me to 
go on managing the property. 

That was why he’d wanted me to go up 
to Detroit for a year of business college 
after I finished high school. I guess neither 
of us expected it to end the way it did but 
while I was away from home I met Sonny. 

Over the next few bitter weeks I had 
plenty of chances to think back over those 
first months, After the fight with Marlene, 
Sonny wouldn’t even try to see that I’d had 
good reason to get mad. He started drink- 
ing, and when I argued with him about 
that, he wanted me to leave the lake and 
go back to Detroit. With the baby com- 
ing, I told him he was crazy. I asked him 
how he expected us to get along. Sonny 
knew I was right but he wouldn’t discuss 
anything. Instead, like he did so often, he 
just looked at me like I was a stranger and 
said, “Sure, Stella.” 

Marlene was just as bad. I explained to 
her I was sorry. I told her I knew I had 
no right to hit her but at the same time I 
felt it was only fair for her to realize she 
wasn’t a kid. “It isn’t only Sonny,” I said. 
“Other men are watching you. You can’t 
go parading around half naked.” 

Pa backed me up but Marlene was sullen. 
Sometimes around Sonny I knew she was 
just waiting for me to explode again but I 
held my temper. I wasn’t going to let her 
keep Sonny and me from making a success 


of the restaurant. I had to think about P, 
too. With his whole right side partially 
paralyzed from his stroke, he suffered ter. 
ribly with the heat. He needed me. I wanted 
Pa to be proud of me, but at the same time 
I never gave Sonny reason to complain, 
No matter how hard I worked in the res. 
taurant or how much I did for Pa, I was 
never too tired for Sonny. 

I did my best to make him know I loved 
him but lots of times I felt Sonny jus 
wanted to get it over with. Knowing how 
I was getting big with the baby, I guess 
I expected to be less attractive to him. | 
tried to tell him that, wanting him to be 
patient, but Sonny said, “It isn’t that, 
Stella.” 

He tried to make it sound like we had 
the whole world when we first got to know 
each other at Mrs. Perrin’s. I was just 
nineteen then. 

I was boarding with Mrs. Perrin’s be. 
cause her house was recommended by the 
business school. Sonny lived next door in 
an old three-story rooming house. He was 
just twenty-one and Mrs. Perrin treated 
him like a son. Because she was friendly 
with just about everybody she would get 
Sonny to play the piano and have me down 
so I could listen too. We had wonderful 
times. I was doing something different from 
what I’d ever known and there was that 
special night when she cooked us a big 
chicken dinner. Heaping food on Sonny's 
plate she scolded, “Look at him. He’s too 
thin. You’ve got to have food even to play 
the piano.” 

“Food and love,” Sonny said. 

Mrs. Perrin laughed, saying she was too 
fat to talk about love, but all at once look- 
ing from Sonny to me she clucked know- 
ingly, nodding. “Yes,” she said softly, 
“Even more than food, everybody needs 
love.” 


(THE BEGINNING was there but when 

Sonny and I went ahead and got mar 
ried Pa was bitterly disappointed in me. 
There was a big blow-up when he and Son- 
ny met, because Pa made it plain we 
couldn’t expect any money from him. Son- 
ny sounded off about that. Even toward the 
end of that year when Pa had his stroke, 
Sonny still hadn’t forgotten. When Ps 
wanted me to come home and nurse him 
those first weeks, Sonny said Pa had plenty 
of money to hire a nurse. He told me he 
needed me too and when I happened to tel 
that to Pa, he told me what he thought of 
Sonny. “Of course he needs you,” Pa said 
bitterly. “Ever since you’ve been married 
you’ve had to earn the living.” 

It was true because Sonny had neve! 
been able to work steadily playing the 
piano. By doing office work I was the om 
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who really kept us going. Like Pa said it 
was a crazy kind of marriage but I’d done 
the best I could. 

When Sonny finally got a chance with 
one of the songs he wrote, I buried my 
pride and got Pa to co-sign a note so Son- 
ny and I could get a loan from the bank. 
With that money Sonny went to New York 
but in the end the whole deal fell through. 

We were out all the money we’d spent. 
Sonny was discouraged too. For almost a 
whole week he never even touched the 
piano. He talked a lot about growing up. 
His mother had broken up with his father 
when he was practically a baby. When he 
was six she was picked up for being a 
common prostitute. For a year she was in 
and out of jail and when Sonny was seven 
she got drunk and ended up in the Detroit 
river. 

After that Sonny lived in a state home 
for kids. He told me an old man, a janitor 
was his only friend. “Will,” Sonny said 
softly. “He’d had his hand smashed when 
he was young or he’d have been one of the 
great piano players. He used to tell me he 
wanted me to have what he could never 
have. He taught me all he knew. He said 
he gave me the only thing he had. I guess 
he did too but I don’t know, Stella. I get 
lonely inside like I don’t know which way 
I'm going.” 

Nobody had to tell me how much Sonny 
needed me during that time. Even though 
Mrs. Perrin acted like I didn’t understand 
Sonny. she had to admit I did everything 
I could to give him back his confidence. 
But with fewer and fewer places hiring 
live entertainment, Sonny lost one job after 
another. I went on working but it was at 
that time I found out I was going to have 
a baby. 

Both Sonny and I wanted the baby but 
even Sonny had to face the fact we were in 
terrible shape. We owed the bank mere 
than we could manage. Sooner or later I 
was going to have to quit working. but most 
of all we just didn’t have the solid place 
in the world a child needed. With his back- 
ground Sonny understood that all right and 
that was why I was finally able to argue 
him into accepting Pa’s offer. 

Leasing us the restaurant was a business 
proposition with Pa. but because he wanted 
us to have a good chance to succeed he 
was willing to pay off our bank loan and 
all our other debts. He did it by making us 
a personal loan himself but he made it big 
enough so we had the money we needed 
to start the business too. Naturally we 
hadn’t been able to really start paying 
anything back yet and when Sonny started 
ating like we ought to throw the whole 
thing up and leave, I had to tell him I 
owed Pa too much to do that. 

That night the two of us began arguing 
again. I said, “Sonny, Pa made us a loan 
m good faith. In all decency we got to 
stay,” 

Sonny was stripped to the waist, his 
bare shoulders catching the slant of light 
ind gleaming with a damp sheen of perspi- 


ration. He said, “Sure, Stella. It’s all so 
good, so neat. Your Pa got just what he 
wanted—you.” He stopped, taking a deep 
breath, running his fingers through his 
hair. “He’s got all of us.” 

I sat on the edge of the bed, sticky with 
the heat, tired with the endless bickering. 
“Sonny.” I said. “stop acting like a kid. I’m 
going to have a baby. Don’t you care about 
the way it will be for him? Can’t you be 
fair? I stuck with you when we thought 
you had a chance. Well. didn’t I?” 

Sonny turned. standing with his back to 
the open window. Softly. he said. “Stella. 
I’m the same person I was when you said 
you wanted to marry me.” 

I couldn’t help being mad with him. I 
said I couldn’t see what he was talking 
about. I moved awkwardly, uncomfortable 
with the heaviness of my body. Even with 
just my slip on. I was damp with the humid 
heat but even with both of us edgy we 
didn’t go on with the argument. Instead, 
Sonny only said, “What’s the use. Stella? 
You really don’t know what I’m talking 
about.” 

I thought Sonny was being unfair but I 
didn’t have time to worry because that next 
week Pa was taken sick. The combination 
of heat and his bad heart made his condi- 
tion serious. To look out for him, I started 
sleeping up at the house. I kept up with the 
work at the restaurant too and being just 
about at the end of my rope, I really tore 
into Sonny when he went off with Marlene 
and made a show of himself at the Round 
Lake Dance Pavilion. 


HAT WAS on Friday evening and we’d 
already argued about it because, before 
we closed the restaurant at eight, Marlene 
came down and started egging Sonny to 
take her over to the dance. I butted in to 
say he had plenty to do looking out for Pa. 
“You know I 
settled.” I said. “You'll have to clean up 
and get the place ready for tomorrow by 


got to go up and get Pa 


yourself.” 

Sonny told me not to worry but Mar- 
lene must have kept on teasing because. 
after I went up to see to Pa, the two of 
them took Pa’s car and went off anyway. 
About ten when they came back, I was sit- 
ting out on the front steps and when they 
got out and started up the path, I saw Son- 
ny was carrying a bottle of whiskey in one 
hand. Staring at it I got up. and when Mar- 
lene started to tell me how Sonny stopped 
the dance. entertaining the crowd with his 
piano playing, I said. “I suppose you gave 
her something to drink too, Sonny.” 

Sonny stopped. standing quiet in the 
summer darkness. Past him. down where 
the road curved, a car suddenly squealed. 

“No,” Sonny whispered. “I didn’t give 
Marlene a drink, Stella. I bought this for 
myself. I’m not going to fight. I’m just 
going to take this bottle and go down by 
the lake. I’m going to get drunk and after 
that I don’t know what I’m going to do.” 

“Can’t you think about me?” I asked bit- 
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terly. “I’m carrying the whole load. I’m 
tired with the baby, Sonny. I’ve been wait- 
ing here worried. You’ve got to stop mak- 
ing things harder.” 

Sonny didn’t even bother to answer. He 
just turned around and walked off. Marlene 
went up to her room and flopped on her 
bed. She wouldn’t talk to me either. For 
the last time I warned her I wanted her to 
stay away from Sonny. “You've already 
caused more than your share of trouble,” 
I said angrily. 

I left her there and went back down to 
make sure Pa was all right. He was rest- 
less. He wanted to talk to me about collect- 
ing the rents on his property. He wanted 
me to go over his books with him too. I 
was really too nervous to see what we were 
doing. Finally I told Pa what had hap- 
pened. He talked to me, saying the only 
thing to do was to wait for Sonny to come 
to his senses. “You don’t have a reason in 
the world to blame yourself,” he said. 

It felt good to have Pa on my side. I 
stayed with him until midnight when he 
finally drifted off to sleep again. Dead tired 
myself I intended to walk home and just 
wait for Sonny but when I went up to see 
if Marlene was asleep her room was empty. 

The clothes she had been wearing were 
in a little crumpled heap by the bed. I 
euessed right away she’d changed into her 
bathing suit. I didn’t have to think twice 
to know she must have gone down to the 
lake to meet Sonny. With no way to know 
how long she had been gone, I guess I went 
: little crazy. Half crying, I went down- 
stairs and without even bothering to stop 
and hunt for a light, I started for the beach. 


| NOWING the mood Sonny was in 

when he took his bottle and headed for 
the lake, I should have stopped to think, 
but I was so mad I could hardly see where 
I was going. In the dark I stumbled where 
the path behind the house slanted down 
through a little swamp woods. Squishing 
through the sedgy grass, I got to high 
ground again. From there only the willows 
and tall reeds were between me and the 


beach where a curve of clean sand shelved 
off into the water. Stopping, panting, my 
dress damp with the perspiration clinging 


to me in the breathless heat, I waited for 
1 moment in the stillness of the stars and 
the loom of light reflecting from the far- 
away houses across the lake. I brushed 
mosquitoes away from my face. Behind me 
in the woods an owl hooted. I heard the 
splash of water and suddenly I heard Mar- 
lene, laughing. She said, “All right, Son- 
ny, I'll show you I’m not afraid.” 

[ crept forward, parting the dark green 
leaves. A stick snapped. I stopped. I heard 
Sonny call to Marlene, his voice slurred, 
“Listen, baby.” And then with one more 
soft step I was through the trees. I held my 
breath and there was Marlene ankle deep 
in the dark sparkling water. Slim, her hair 
loose, gleaming in the low light she stood 
stripped of her bathing suit, the dark shad- 
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ows curving with the nakedness of her 
slender body. Close to her, bare to the 
waist, his bottle clenched in one hand. Son- 
ny was looking down at her. For a moment 
I saw the two of them stopped in time. 
Marlene lifted, slipping her arms around 
Sonny’s neck. He leaned down—but, sud- 
denly, leaves crushing under me, I gave 
myself away. 

If I hadn’t been so blind with rage I 
wouldn’t have waited to speak and identify 
myself but I was too choked with anger 
and disgust to get a word out. Instead I 
took another step and as I did Sonny let 
go of Marlene. Whirling, shouting. he lifted 
his arm. I’d already started toward them 
when he threw the bottle and I never had 
a chance to get my hands up. All I saw 
was the glitter of glass. I screamed. The 
bottle caught me across the forehead and 
the night exploded into a thousand spin- 
ning lights. 

The heel of the bottle slashed a deep cut 
in the side of my head but I never came to 
or realized what was happening until Son- 
ny got me to town and the hospital that 
night. The cut was closed and I was given 
a strong sedative. I knew Sonny had car- 
ried me from the lake to the car, and I 
knew Marlene had kept sobbing my name. 
I gained consciousness only after the doc- 
tor was sure I was not going to lose my 
baby. Even then he insisted I stay in the 
hospital until we were absolutely sure I 
would be all right and I was still weak and 
shaky that second afternoon when Marlene 
came to see me. 

Before that I knew Sonny had been at 
the hospital almost continuously but I'd 
avoided talking to him. The picture of him 
holding Marlene was burned into my mind. 
I felt too mixed up to talk to him but after 
what had happened I wasn’t prepared for 
the way Marlene talked to me. 


HEN I told the nurse I would see 

Marlene, I guess I expected to do 
most of the talking myself. But Marlene 
came softly, young in a blue sweater and 
a tan cotton skirt. Her hair was pulled 
back, tied in a pony tail. Her eyes showed 
she had been crying but she never waited 
for me to blame her. Instead, looking down 
at me, she spoke for Sonny. 

“Sis,” she whispered, “he didn’t want 
me at the lake. I went there myself. He was 
going to make me go home. I don’t know 
why I wanted to act so crazy but I said if 
he did I’d take my suit off. I just meant it 
like a dare but when he started for me I 
just did it.” She paused, waiting a long 
time. “I guess you saw us then but Sonny 
didn’t know who was coming. He just fig- 
ured to scare them off until he could get 
me dressed. You should have yelled, sis.” 

“Don’t try to make it sound like my 
fault,” I whispered bitterly. I closed my 
eyes. “I’d warned you enough. I hope this 
teaches Sonny a lesson too.” 

Marlene waited for me to look at her 
again. “Yes,” she said. “You'll win, sis. 


It'll teach him. He won’t fight any more. 
That’s what you want. I think even Sonny 
knows that. You want what you think Pa 
wants Sonny to be. I’ve seen you. You've 
used the way Sonny had hard luck. the 
baby and everything else so he’d be 
ashamed and try to do things the way you 
want. Well, you’ve got him for good now, 
Stella. He’s ashamed. He was with me. He 
put a scar on your head you'll always have. 
You almost lost the baby. You can rub all 
that in forever but I'll tell you one thing. 
When you’re through you'll have somebody 
else—you won’t have Sonny. What he was 
will be dead and I don’t think you'll like 
that. I don’t think so, Stella.” 

She stopped. Tears spilled down her 
cheeks. I guess I knew she loved Sonny but 
the proof of what she had said was the hurt 
of truth in my eyes. I felt it blurring there 
and looking up past Marlene I suddenly 
saw that Sonny had slipped inside the door, 

He looked tired, his face drawn, but his 
eyes met mine. I knew he had heard. I saw 
him reach out to touch Marlene but she 
turned blindly and walked away from me. 
I saw him turn back to me and in that 
instant I was holding everything that we 
were to each other in the aching beat of 
my heart. In the silence with the tap of 
Marlene’s heels echoing, fading the hall, 
I knew she was right. I had tried to change 
Sonny. I did want Pa to be proud of him. 

Was that so wrong? Didn’t I have a right 
to try to make him into something decent 
for my baby? The question was a voice 
crying in my mind but I was seeing Sonny, 
his shoulders sagging, the lift gone out of 
him. I heard Marlene again: “What he was 
will be dead.” Did I want that? I shivered 
under the covers. I saw Sonny coming 
closer. I lifted my hand. I thought of Mrs. 
Perrin: “Everybody needs love.” I heard 
the words, the way we laughed. I remem- 
bered a battered piano and Sonny playing 
for me and suddenly, the word a prayer, I 
said Sonny’s name. 

Reaching out his hand, I whispered, 
“Don’t go. Oh, God, don’t go, Sonny. Don’t 
ever go.” 

Maybe even now Sonny doesn’t know 
what I really meant that day but I know. 
Marlene knows and in throwing away 
blame and telling Sonny nothing mattered 
but us I found his love again. I can under- 
stand how a kid like Marlene could love 
Sonny and still not have it mean anything. 
I can understand myself, my wanting to 
be somebody for Pa but thank God I 
learned I am Sonny’s wife first. What Son- 
ny is he will always be and I want him 
that way. He is good for all of us—our 
baby Joel, Marlene, Pa, our best friend 
Mrs. Perrin. He’s best of all for me, and 
left to himself Sonny has made the restav- 
rant a place where everybody loves to 
come. There is a piano in the corner. We 
have a good business. Maybe some day one 
of Sonny’s songs will be a hit, but whether 
any one ever is or not I'll be grateful that 
Sonny will always be the same wonderful 
person I married. THE END 
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“] want to change my locker,” I stam- 
mered, and even as I spoke | wanted to bite 
of the end of my tongue. 

Miss Williams drew me into an empty 
classroom and closed the door. 

“Why. Norma?” she asked but I saw by 
the look in her eyes that she knew. I tossed 
my head like I thought Caroline might do. 

“] just do.” I said. “Caroline said the 
locker next to her is vacant.” 

Miss Williams looked awfully funny. 
“?’m disappointed in you. Norma.” she said 
dowly. “I thought you might help make 
Eva Lipscom feel more at home here since 
you must know what it’s like to have to 
move into a new school.’ 

| wasn’t going to break down now, I 
promised myself. Everything I had here at 
Durban hung in the balance—Arn, the 
part in the play and even being the Year- 


hook Queen. “Caroline and I walk home 
together,” I tried to explain. “It would be 
more convenient if our lockers were 
closer.” 


Miss Williams was staring straight into 
my eyes and quickly I looked away out the 
window into the bright sunlight. “I want 
to ask you something, Norma.” she said. 
“Do you know who started the heartless 
rumor that Eva has bugs? Why. 
teacher even sent the poor child down to 
the dispensary for an examination. There 
isn’t any truth to that ugly rumor at all.” 

I tried to think of some reason that I 
should hurry home. I knew I should help 
I knew that—but just this once. at this 
school, couldn’t I be somebody without let- 
ting my sympathy put me back behind the 
eight ball? 

“Eva’s mother is an invalid,” Miss Wil- 
liams went on. “They have very little 
money and Eva does all the housework and 
cooking herself. Do you wonder that she’s 
not always neat?” 

I tried to hold the flood of pity that 
washed over me as I kept staring out the 
window. Miss Williams went on to suggest 
that I take Eva in hand and show her how 
o fix her hair and clothes. Oh, I wanted 
to help, all right, but I wanted the things 
Caroline brought to me more. I couldn’t. I 
‘ouldn’t back down. Arn wouldn’t have 
aything to do with a girl who hung 
ound with Eva Lipscom. 

‘Tm awfully busy,” I murmured, pick- 
igup my books, still avoiding her eyes. 

‘Very well, Norma,” she said coolly. 
“but you may not move your locker.” 


one 


| FELT sick all day and right after school 
Caroline came by my locker late like 
ilvays, Eva was there, too, hurrying to get 
though. “When do you move away from 
the bug area?” Caroline asked. watching 
the side of Eva’s face. 
‘I don’t.” I told Caroline. 


Blinded By My Need 


(Continued from Page 33) 


“Honestly!” Caroline snorted. “There’s 

limit to what a person can take.” 

Eva spun around, her eyes wild like 
trapped animal. “Yes. there’s a limit.” she 


cried. “You’re a horrid girl. God will pun- 
ish you, both of you.” She burst into tears, 


sobbing as she ran down the empty hall. I 
felt dead inside like the soul of me had 
been killed. 

“Honestly.” Caroline cried. 
talking to her?” 

“Take it easy.” I soothed. 
know about you and Joe.” 

But the look in Caroline’s eyes stopped 
me cold and I felt fear creeping up my 
spine. Her look seemed to warn me that 
I had to be either for her or against her. 


“Who was 


“She didn’t 


Caroline babbled on about how Eva “in- 
sulted” her and J knew things would be 
much tougher for Eva from now on. Arn 


and Joe came up then and I forgot my 
hopeless feeling as I looked at Arn. He was 
rubbing his arm again and smiling at me 
with his long-fringed eyes twinkling with 
pride. “How’s my Yearbook Queen today?” 
he asked and suddenly that was the 
important thing in the world. to make Arn 
proud of me. 

“You should have heard Eva Lipscom in- 
sulting Caroline.” I babbled Caro- 
line put on an injured innocent act, but 
inside me my dead soul shriveled up like 


most 


while 


prune. 
“That new girl?” Joe asked slowly. 
“Miss Williams is charge of Assembly 


this week and guess who is going to give a 
us?” His eyes narrowed and 
then he smiled at ‘And 
who is going to get the ‘treatment’.” 

Caroline forgot her act and jumped up 
and down with “The treatment!” she 
cried. 


reading for 
Caroline. 


£fuess 


glee. 


That meant that the crowd would cough, 
shuffle their feet and whisper all the time 
Eva was reading. That was the “treat- 
ment.” Joe nodded and we passed a smile 
around. Arn looked me strangely and 
I forced my lips to smile but there was a 
big hunk of ice where my heart used to be. 
That had happened to me once at another 
schoo]. I had stood up to read and sud- 
denly the whole auditorium was seething 
with sound and movement. I had prayed 
that I would die right then and there, but 
sometimes even now I had nightmares 
about that horrid day. And I was senten- 
cing Eva to the same nightmare. because 
no one would defy Caroline. 

When I got home after school Mom no- 
ticed how quiet I just stared into 
space dreading the next day. I'd have to 
take part in the treatment. I'd have to! 

“What’s the matter. baby?” Mom asked 
but I couldn’t tell her. For the first time I 
couldn't talk it out with Mom. 

“She’s probably had a fight with that 
muscle-bound ape she dates.” Larry teased 


was. | 
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but I just walked into my bedroom. Then 
I looked all around me slowly and I knew 
for dead certain that I could never live 
with this sick feeling gnawing at me all 
my life, if I helped do this terrible thing 
to Eva Lipscom. I had to take Eva’s part or 
always feel this sick coldness inside me 
when I was alone. Besides, I comforted my- 
self, we’d be moving again at the end of 
the year probably. I could take it, being a 
nobody, for the rest of the year. I would 
help Eva Lipscom. When I walked out of 
the bedroom smiling, Larry looked up sur- 
prised, 

“Mom,” he said, “I think she keeps dope 
in her bedroom.” 

We were scuffling playfully when Dad 
flung open the trailer door and spread his 
arms wide like he does when he makes an 
announcement. 

“Hi, former gypsies,” he boomed. “You're 
looking at the new man at Durban Regional 
Office. We'll buy a house and live like real 
folks.” 

I felt the sickness again. We weren’t 
ever going to move again. Whatever I did 
tomorrow at Assembly, or didn’t do, would 
decide the rest of my life here in this town. 
This made a lot of difference. I ran back 
to my bedroom, hearing my family’s excited 
voices outside. 

“When can we buy a house?” I heard 
\lom asking and Dad said, “Right away. 
We'll keep the trailer for vacations,” he 
said. 

Then, I knew I was really cooked, knew 
that I couldn’t bear to be a “nobody” here 
in Durban when it was going to be for the 
rest of my life. Eva Lipscom would have 
to take care of her own problems just like 
| did mine. Maybe she’d move away and 
everything would be all right again. 

Everybody else at home was so tickled 
to be settling down for good that no one 
noticed I didn’t eat any dinner that night. 
All night long I tried to think of a way to 
keep from taking part in the treatment. 
And then in the morning I tried to pretend 
[ was sick but Mom felt my head and 
shooed me off to school. 


\ T SCHOOL the next morning there was 
~* an air of suppressed excitement. Every- 
body was all clued in on what to do when 
Eva started speaking and all the kids were 
just waiting for Assembly. I didn’t see Eva 
at her locker and I hoped that she was sick 
so she wouldn’t give her reading. But when 
we gathered in the auditorium, there she 
was sitting upon the platform with Miss 
Williams. Eva looked scared and sick but 
no sicker than I felt inside. 

Miss Williams stood up and held up her 
hands for silence. You could have heard a 
pin drop. 

“We're going to have a reading by a 
student here,” Miss Williams an- 
nounced. “As you know, we don’t do this 
very often but Eva has such a fine speaking 
voice we thought you’d enjoy this. Eva 
I Ips¢ om.” 
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As Eva stood up the nightmare began. 
Feet scuffled and coughing broke out all 
around. The kids twisted in their seats and 
whispered. Eva’s face was stunned as she 
opened her book. Caroline, sitting beside 
me, jabbed me in the ribs and I started 
scraping my feet and coughing too. 

Somehow Eva’s voice climbed above the 
noise in the auditorium. “I’m going to read 
from the 55th Psalm,” she said. 

I shot a glance at Caroline and she 
shrugged. “We can’t show disrespect while 
she reads the Bible,” I whispered to Caro- 
line. Her face was a mask of frustration 
but she stopped shuffling. Eva’s voice was 
clear and strong as she read. 

“Give ear to my prayer, O God, and hide 
not Thyself from my supplication.” Her 
voice filled the room and some of the shuf- 
fling stopped. “Attend unto me and hear 
me,” she continued, “I mourn in my com- 
plaint and make a noise. Because of the 
voice of the enemy, because of the oppres- 
sion of the wicked for they cast iniquity 
upon me and in wrath they hate me.” 

I looked at Caroline but her face was 
set in hard lines. I wondered if she wasn’t 
listening to the words. How could they not 
move her? 

Eva’s smooth voice read on. “My heart is 
sore pained within me and the terrors of 
death are fallen upon me. Fearfulness and 
trembling are come upon me and horror 
hath overwhelmed me.” 

All the shuffling and coughing had 
stopped now and the kids were avoiding 
each others’ eyes, but I knew this reaction 
was only temporary. Each word Eva spoke 
was distinct and I felt like every syllable 
had been driven into my heart with an ice 
pick. For all the rest of the reading and 
until the end of Assembly the students 
were still under the speli of Eva’s words. 
She did have the wonderful gift of public 
speaking. 

“Honestly!” Caroline burst out as we 
left the auditorium. “Did you see her try- 
ing to act like some great actress? Wasn’t 
that disgusting? I'll bet she thought Joe 
would really go for that. And reading from 
the Bible! How sneaky can you get?” 

Never had I seen Caroline as mad as she 
was then. Her hair seemed to crackle with 
electricity as she let out a torrent of heated 
words. Secretly, I was glad that Eva had 
been spared at least for the present. May- 
be she’d move away — maybe anything 
could happen. 

“Hey,” someone shouted, “what hap- 
pened to the treatment, Caroline?” and 
laughed. I saw Caroline clench her fists 
tight and a white line of tension outlined 
her mouth. 

“T'll get Eva Lipscom good,” she prom- 
ised. 

We stopped at Caroline’s locker while 
she fumed, giving her locker door a hard 
slam as she left. My blood chilled as I 
saw Eva Lipscom up the hall standing at 
her locker next to mine. I tried to walk 





right past my locker. “Guess I’ve got 
everything,” I said lightly, pretending to 
check through the books in my arms but 
Caroline was already beside Eva. 

“You think you’re really something, 
don’t you?” Caroline asked wildly but Eva 
didn’t ansyer. “I’m talking to you, trash,” 
Caroline screamed. Still Eva pretended not 
to hear. 

“Let’s go. Caroline,” I urged tugging at 
her arm. 

But Caroline was angry beyond reason, 
Impatiently she shook off my restraining 
arm. “Whose friend are you anyway?” 





WONDERING 
Can it be love, this magic glow, 
This deep, sweet tenderness? 
Can it be love, this swift delight 
That shakes me at your kiss? 


Can it be love, this symphony 
Of joy beyond compare? 
Oh, take me close within your. 
arms— 
I'll find the answers there! 
—Pauline Booker 





Before I could even answer my fright- 
ened pledge to Caroline, something ter- 
rible happened. Eva had one hand inside 
her locker pawing for a pencil when Caro- 
line slammed the locker door with all of 
her weight behind the swing. Eva screamed 
with pain as the sharp edge of the metal 
door bit into her arm and blood flowed 
down her arm. Caroline’s face was gray 
with the realization of what she had done. 

“Tt was an accident!” Caroline cried and 
all the kids standing around nodded. Sure, 
she could even get away with that, I 
thought. Someone has to stop her. Oh, God, 
help me be strong enough. 

“You saw it all, Norma,” Caroline 
grabbed my arm. “The teachers will be- 
lieve you.” 


F OR just an instant I hesitated. I weighed 

the picture of myself as Yearbook 
Queen, of being Arn’s girlfriend and an 
important person in Durban for the rest 
of my life against the thought of Eva, with 
a broken arm, trying to do all the house: 
work for an invalid mother. 

“What happened?” Miss Williams’ ex 
cited voice broke in. 

“Tt was an accident,” Caroline insisted 
but slowly I shook my head, shaking away 
all my dreams. 

“It was no accident,” I said and the 
crowd seemed to shrink away from me as! 
moved toward the sobbing Eva. “I'll get her 
to the dispensary,” I told Miss Williams as 
I wrapped my sweater around Eva’s bloody 
arm. I said a silent goodbye to Arn as! 
walked with my arm around Eva and I was 
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glad that problem was settled, too — be- 
cause 1 would have given myself to Arn 
only to hold my place in the sun and not 
pecause I loved him. Oh, I must have been 
crazy to give up my self-respect to be Year- 
hook Queen, to be a “somebody” in every- 
body else’s eyes but my own. Those years 
of loneliness were hard but not as shatter- 
ing as What I had been doing to myself to 
say on top. 

The nurse said Eva was not badly hurt 
but shouldn’t use her arm for awhile. But I 
had found myself. I had been thinking of 
myself as an innocent bystander but no one 
is innocent when he hides from the knowl- 
edge of sin. I felt free at last. Then I heard 
Caroline’s voice. 

“Is she hurt?” she was asking the nurse 
and tears were streaming down her cheeks. 

“’m so sorry,” Caroline told Eva and 
[ learned something else. I had blamed 
(Caroline all along and thought I was not 
at fault if I didn’t take an active part in 
those outbursts against Eva. Now I know 
that keeping the coward’s silence is even 
worse. Caroline was blinded by her fear 
of losing someone she loved, as she had 
lost her mother. I was not blinded, I could 
see the evil and chose to ignore it. to hope 
it would all go away if I didn’t look closely. 
Caroline needed me, too, as much as Eva 
did and I had failed them both. 

She didn’t have anyone to tell her about 
boys, either. I had failed her there. too, 
because my own mother gave me all her 
loving knowledge and I had acted smart 
when Caroline asked me how I acted 
around Arn that afternoon. I could have 
prevented all that wrong. 

“Her mother will need help with the 
housework,” I told Caroline. “Her mother 
is a cripple.” 

Caroline put her hands over her face 
and leaned on my shoulder. “We'll help 
her, won’t we?” I said gently and Caroline 
nodded eagerly. 

And we did, Eva’s family lives in an old 
house not too far from where we bought 
a place. Mom has been helping, too. be- 
cause I told her all about it—not sparing 
myself, either. Mom was disappointed in 
me but love is much greater than disap- 
pointment. Mom calls Caroline her second 
daughter now and Caroline has lost that 
possessiveness born of deep fear. 

We've shown Eva a few things about her 
hair and clothes and Larry says she’s a 
teal cute chick. I wouldn’t be surprised if 


| omeday Larry and Eva will get together 





for life. Caroline, Eva and I are great 
finds in high school and Joe acts a lot 
gentler with Caroline. I was mistaken about 
Am not wanting anyone who ran around 
with Eva Lipscom, too. He’s my steady now 
and I found out that he wouldn’t have 
wanted me for a girlfriend long if I had 
been easy and cheap. 

But the big thing is this. I know a person 
can’t be truly happy unless she likes her- 
‘elf, no matter who she’s pleasing for the 


moment. THE END 
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Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 


Give romance a chance! 


prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. Nothing will improve 
your skin faster, in more different 
ways! 

Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient of NADINOLA works within 
the skin to brighten and lighten 
it, helps combat black heads and 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


— but this is the only one that counts” 


externally caused pimples. Soon 
skin feels cleansed and 
and softer, 


your 
cleared, smoother 
glowing and glamorous. Friends 
will say- you look years younger! 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you'll be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 
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FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 
non-oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
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I Made My Daughter Ashamed 


(Continued from Page 29) 


overflowed with dirty dishes, emptied cans, 
open boxes of crackers. Garbage was never 
put out until the smell became sickening. 
[he broom and vacuum cleaner didn’t 
come out of the closet and Val amused 
herself making designs in the thickening 
dust covering everything. 

Hours on end I’d play records over and 
over again, weeping uncontrollably at Em- 
ery’s favorites. [ went through the photo 
album—with so pitifully few pictures of 
our brief life together—until the pages 
were frayed. But most of the time I just 
sat, usually with Val on my lap, nursing 
my grief, asking myself over and over, 
‘Why did this have to happen to me?” 


I UCKILY, the money did not last for- 

+ ever and necessity forced. me to start 
living again. I had to sell the house, though 
[ got very little since we had almost no 
equity in it. Val and I moved into a small 
ground-floor apartment. But it did have two 
bedrooms and a living room with a wall 
unit kitchen: 

Into those three tiny rooms I jammed all 
the furniture from the house. It was far too 
much and made the place horribly over- 
crowded and cluttered. But I couldn’t bring 
myself to part with a single piece because 
it had belonged to Emery and me when 
we'd been so happy. 

[ got a job in a laundromat not far from 
home and was able to get Val into one of 
the child-care The laundromat 
work was physical and as I emptied loads 
from the machines and carted baskets to 
the dryers, I got tired enough to eat and 
sleep well. As I felt better my spirits lifted. 
| liked the married couple who ran the 
laundromat and the other two women who 


groups. 


worked there. 

{ remember the first day I laughed—a 
real deep, happy laugh. The shock of hear- 
ing it ring in my ears sobered me for a 
moment. How could I laugh with Emery 
gone so short a time? Then the blinding 
truth came to me—Emery would have 
wanted me to laugh. He would have been 
listressed at my grieving and brooding 
over him. I could almost hear him saying, 
in his bright gay way, “Keep your chin up, 
Pam, Enjoy yourself and make a good life 
for our Valentine.” 

Standing there beside the washing ma- 
hine, my hands filled with the heavy wet 
clothing, that was what I swore to myself 
I'd do. Our Valentine would have a good 
life. 

In the years that followed I honestly 
thought I was giving that good life to her. 
| kept on working in the laundromat and 
Val went into grade school. We never had 
much money but it didn’t seem to matter 
too much. There was always enough for 
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food and clothing, with a movie and dinner 
out on pay night. 

I began attending church again and 
made new friends there. But I didn’t very 
often ask these friends to the apartment. 
The truth was that the place was never very 
presentable. I kept meaning to get around 
to a good straightening out, but I never did. 

Actually, I never seemed to have com- 
pletely recovered from that terrible tail- 
spin of slovenliness I had gone into in my 
first wild grief over Emery. Sometimes 
when I’d look around at the dirt and con- 
fusion, the overcrowding furniture and gen- 
eral disorder, I'd sigh and say, a little 
shamefacedly to Val, “Well, precious, I'm 
afraid your mother isn’t a very good house- 
keeper.” 

Val would just nod and smile, not car- 
ing. 

I remember the time Malvina was in 
town unexpectedly and dropped in to see 
me. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you're here,” I cried 
happily, removing a hamper of ironing 
from a chair. “Sit here—and push away 
that mess on the table so that we can have 
some coffee.” 

“That mess” consisted of Val’s cutouts, 
a pile of mending I'd never got around to, 
coke bottles, banana cookie and 
cracker boxes and yellowing newspapers. 

As Malvina told me the family news I 
managed to find two cups and saucers in 
the welter of dirty dishes in the sink. Push- 
ing the greasy pots and the frying pan with 
egg sticking to it to the back of the stove. 
I put the kettle on. 

Malvina could contain herself no longer. 
She burst out, “Honestly, Pamela, this 
place is a disgrace.” 

Ashamed, I looked around, seeing it all 
with her eyes—the dust and disorder, the 
sagging curtains and cartons piled in one 
corner. The vacuum cleaner was in the 
middle of the floor, the crowded furniture 
overflowing with clothes and general de- 
bris. I mumbled, “I guess it’s a good thing 
Mom can’t see it.” 

“Tt certainly is.” Malvina answered firm- 
ly. “She'd have a fit, and quite rightly.” 

Her tone made me defensive. “Well, it’s 
my home and [’ll run it the way I want.” 

“Tf you don’t care, you ought to at least 
think about Valentine,” Malvina snapped. 
“She shouldn’t have to live like a pig.” 

“She doesn’t mind.” My voice was sulky, 
the pleasure in my sister’s visit spoiled. 

“She'll mind some day.” Malvina care- 
fully wiped off her spoon before she stirred 
her coffee. “Wait till she gets a little older, 
then you'll see. She’ll hate it, mark my 
words.” 

I didn’t give Malvina the satisfaction of 
knowing it, but I was upset by her tart 
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comments. I knew I was a terrible house. 
keeper but I certainly didn’t want Vaj 
made unhappy because of my sloppy ways, 
[ remember the day after my sister’s visit 
| made a superhuman effort to straighten 
up the place. I cleaned and threw out and 
tidied until it really looked quite present. 
able. 

But I soon drifted back into my usual 
habits. When I'd get discouraged by the 
dirt and clutter I'd just shove what I could 
out of sight into the closets and what | 
couldn’t I'd just ignore. Val never seemed 
to notice, one way or the other. Like mos 
small children she was naturally untidy 
herself and I was quite sure that she was 
much happier than I had been at her age, 
constantly nagged and picked on to have 
everything neat and spotless. 


W HEN VAL was eleven I met Barlow 

Ritter. He was a bus driver and 
brought his laundry into the laundromat, 
We became friendly and he asked me for 
a date. That first time. I remember, we 
went to dinner and the movies. 

After that I saw a lot of him. Tall and 
rangy, he was a thoroughly nice person, 
gentle and thoughtful. I discovered that he 
had had a long-time engagement to a girl 
who would not marry him because of her 
invalid mother. The week the mother died 
the girl married someone else. I sensed that 
he had been real broken up by the whole 
thing. 

We began dating regularly and often 
Val, who doted on him, went along. It was 
early summer and he had an old car in 
which we went on picnics and to the lake 
and often just driving into the country. 
Barlow made me feel young and gay again. 
He had kissed me several times and though 
nothing definite had been said. I found 
myself wondering, with a quickened beat of 
my heart, what it would be like being mar- 
ried again. Could anyone ever take Emery’s 
place in my heart? I found myself thinking 
that maybe Barlow with his gentle manner 
and kind consideration might be able to. 

I had been going with him for some 
time before I asked him to the house for 
supper. That day I had every intention of 
giving the place a good cleaning before he 
arrived. But one of the other women at the 
laundromat was out sick and the _ boss 
asked me to work overtime. I was just able 
to rush into the supermarket and pick up 
a bag of groceries. 

I cooked a really good meal and busy 
with it, I forgot all about the house. It was 
Val who said, “Mummy, it’s awful messy 
for company.” 

I laughed. “He'll just have to take us as 
he finds us.” I gave her a loving kiss. She 
was growing so pretty and was so sweet 
and affectionate. “Sweep up a bit if you 
want, precious.” 

Val made a not-too successful effort to 
bring order to the room. Barlow arrived 
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shortly, cheerful and smiling, carrying a 
pottle of wine. For just a moment, as he 
stood in the doorway, a queer expression 
flashed across his face. Then he gave his 
nice smile and picking his way around a | 
cutter of old magazines, handed me the 
hottle of wine with a gallant bow. 

That evening passed pleasantly. After- 
wards Val and I went out driving with him 
on several occasions. I invited him again 
to supper but it happened he couldn't come 
that night. In time—I didn’t understand 
exactly what happened—he called me less 
often and gradually our dates grew fewer 
and fewer and then stopped all together. 

I missed him but I told myself proudly 
| was hardly eating my heart out for him. | 
If he had found that he didn’t like me as 
much as he thought he did—well, that was 
that. I could get on all right without him. 

Actually, Valentine seemed more upset 
than I was. She asked once, her eyes trou- 
bled, “What happened to Uncle Barlow. do 
you suppose? Why doesn’t he come to see | 
us any more?” 

I hugged her close and answered lightly, 
“Well, that’s the way men are, precious. 
Here to-day and gone to-morrow.” 

“I—I know, but—” she bit at her lower 
lip. “I—I think he liked us—I mean—” 
she frowned, gazing around the room. Then 
with a sudden, angry movement she began 
clearing the accumulation off the table. 
half sobbing, “I don’t see why we have to | 
have all this mess around here, anyway.” 
A ND IT wasn’t too long after this that 
*“ Val ran away from home. It was the 
night of her twelfth birthday party. It was 
the first big party she’d given and it was 
an important occasion. We really cleaned 
house for it, Val working like a demon. 
To me the place seemed perfectly neat and 
clean but she didn’t act too satisfied. 

Just before the children arrived she 
screamed out at me when I’d tossed an 
apple core towards the wastepaper basket 
and missed. She picked it off the floor, 
crying out angrily, “You just can’t help 
making a mess.” 








I answered gently, “I’m sorry.” I smiled | 
inwardly, thinking how the excitement was | 
making her act so unlike herself. 

The party, judging by the noise, seemed 
to be a big success. I was relegated to my 
bedroom but I felt all warm with happiness 
that Valentine was having such fun with 
her young friends. 

Toward the end of the afternoon they 
were playing postman and apparently two 
of the kids tried to hide in one of the 
closets, When they opened the door a veri- 
table avalanche came tumbling out. I heard 
the screams of excitement and went to see 
vhat had happened. The floor was a sea of 
wiled clothes, hangers, paper bags, old 
shoes, trash, and heaven knows what—the 
accumulation of years. The girls were gig- 
aling and one boy cried out delightedly, | 
Cee, it’s just like a dump heap.” 

































i ‘ 
1 POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 4 
Room 17X41. — 131 $. Wabash, Chicago 3, Ill. 
i Name 1 
Address 
1 City 1 
I 1 
H State — —> 





Gm» Fill out the coupon above 
” and I will rush to you... 


FREE Nurses Booklet 


and Sample Lesson Pages 


IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS YOU CAN BECOME A PRACTICAL 
NURSE . Enjoy security, independence and freedom 
from money worries. You can earn up to $65.00 a week. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 
mature and older women are also desperately needed. In 
just a few short weeks you should be able to accept your 
first cases. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete 
information right now. There is no cost or obligation and 
no salesman will call. You can make your decision to be a 
Nurse in the privacy of your own home. We will send you, 
without obligation, your FREE sample lesson pages, and 


your FREE folder “Nursing Facts”. 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
ROOM 17X41 — 131 $. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, ILL. 





JUMBO 
Size.... $2.49 
\ | Rayber Size $3.95 
} RON | | 4! Sizes 
95 ; Plain Hdls. $2.95 





irons 





Revol. Hdls. $3.49 








- _ Size AA~Bobby... 
Size C, Medium $1.89 Size D, Heavy 
FRENCH IRON | Plain Handles . -. 

All Sizes i 











$2.29 
3238 
| Rolling Handles . . $3.49 


» =O STOVE—$34 
Burns Kerosene . — 
Extra wicks ....3 for 69¢ 


SEND NO MONEY! 


PROFESSIONAL $9299 
RASS COM! 
rT For pressing short hair and ends. 






















Just pay postman on delivery 
plus postage charges. Write 
ELLIS RAND CO. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue 
Dept. 1825, Chicage 47. 





PROFESSIONAL $2se 
BRASS COMB — Straight Teeth — 


















Get Clocks, Lamps, Blankets, Bedspreads, etc. 


ap 





Get Samples for FREE TRIAL... [ BLair Quality Products, Dept. 14£D 
MAIL COUPON TODAY! | a 


I’ll send you this big box of Blair Quality 
Products (Cosmetics, Flavoring, etc.)—just 
a few of the Products from our big line— ] 
worth $4.44 retail. 
samples for FREE TRIAL, complete with 
Money-Making and valuable Gift Details, to 
Prove you can make money and get Gifts 
without paying a penny. Mail coupon now! 


BLAIR Quality Products, Dept. 14ED, Lynchburg, Va. 


PLUS BIG CASH EARNINGS WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Just for Introducing Blair Quality Home Needs 
to Friends and Neighbors in Your Spare Time 


You can get hundreds of valuable, useful, beautiful Gifts. ..Table 
Lamps, Percolators, Clocks, Blankets, preads, Sheets, etc. . . all 
without 1c cost to you! What’s more, you can also get big cash profits 
at the same time! It’s easy! Simply introduce your friends, neighbors 
to big line of over 200 Blair Quality Products (Cosmetics, Flavoring, 
Toiletries, etc.) ... Products every home needs and uses every day. 
They’re happy to order from you because they, too, get valuable gifts 
and special offers in addition to quality items they need. And you get 
generous profits just for taking their orders... plus your choice of val- 
uable Gifts like those shown here. 

Lynchburg, Vi | 


Rush full-size samples of Blair Quality Products ($4.44 re- 
tail value) for FREE TRIAL, plus everything else I need 
to get valuable Gifts and make good money, spare time 
or full time. 

Name 


MR shove dal viucakocispoguaatnbuamcuddenxssinede 


mud 
57 









I'll send these full-size 
















Valentine, stricken, tried desperately and 
unsuccessfully to push the things back in. 
Suddenly the children in a burst of ani- 
mal spirits fell upon the pile as if they 
were rioting in the snow. Shouting with 
joy. they tossed the stuff about, pulling, 
tearing, beside themselves with the excite- 
nent of this new game. 

Before I could intervene, Valentine, her 
oice shrill, began screaming, “The party’s 

er —that’s all—do you hear me, the 
party’s over—” 

No one had noticed me standing in the 
loorway and I thought Val might feel bet- 
er if I weren’t seen, so I went back to the 
vedroom until the children left. When I 

ime out again. Val was silently picking 
things up, 

| tried to draw her out, chatting about 

hat a lovely party it had been. She merely 
ent on stuffing things back into the closet. 
Finally. as she pushed the door shut, she 
burst out in a strangled voice, “It wasn’t 

lovely party. It was horrible—horrible— 
wrrible! And [ll never have another one 

long as I live.” Weeping wildly she 
ished slammed the 





into her room and 
{nd later that night she ran away. She 
is only gone a few hours. For the moment 
| missed her I called the police. It was a 
February night. cold and raw. and I was 
| half out of my mind at the idea of her 
1 ndering around town alone. The police 
| ind her without much difficulty. She was 
| sleep on a bench in the bus terminal. 
She confessed “Tm 
\fom, I—TI just wanted to get away. I don’t 
w what made me do it—” 
comforted her. “Too much party. I 
iess. We'll forget all about it.” 


contritely. sorry. 


ND I did forget. For I assured myself 
that it wasn’t serious. But three years 

ter when she did the same thing again, 
wasn’t contrite or ashamed. She was 
llen, saying flippantly, “Well A for ef- 
For the police had found her again in 
he bus terminal, this time trying to buy a 
ticket to the nearest big town. I sobbed. 
lemanding brokenly, “How could you have 
e this to me, precious? Not telling me 
running off on your own—mak- 


thing 

« me call the police 

Her look was scornful, “If you hadn't 
lled them, I'd have got away with it.” 

\nd what if you had?” My voice was 

anguished whisper. “What would you 

done on your own in a big city? Why, 


” 





re only fifteen.” 

She drew herself up, preening, “I can 

; for seventeen any time.” 
With a sinking heart, I had to acknowl- 
that indeed she could. And a lovely 
enteen. at that. Valentine had grown 
startlingly pretty girl with long- 
ied eyes. and a delicate rounded face. 
Unfortunately. lately she had acquired a 





sullen, sulky expression that spoiled her 
natural beauty. 

Desperately, I asked, “What’s wrong? 
Why do you want to run away?” 

She merely shrugged carelessly in an- 
swer. 

I went on, trying not to cry, “Haven’t I 
been a good mother to you? I’ve tried so 
hard—because I love you so much—” 

My pitiful distress moved her. She gave 
me a sudden hug. her smile that was so like 
her father’s lighting up her face and re- 
moving that hateful sullen look, “You’re a 
good mother. Mom. you really are. I won’t 
run away again, I promise.” 

She kept her promise. But unfortunately 
that didn’t mean that everything was all 
right. Worrying about her through count- 
less nights. I realize that she somehow had 
got completely out of hand. She was dis- 
obedient and impudent. I seemed to have 
no control over her and she always acted 
put upon if she were expected to spend any 
time in her own home. 

She was smart in school and never had 
to study much. Getting good marks was 
her excuse for running out at night. She 
was always skipping out after supper “to 
go to Nellie’s.” Nellie, who lived in a ram- 
shackled house in the worst part of town. 
was her best friend now. a dark. cheap. 
bold-acting girl for whom I didn’t care at 
all. She was practically the only girl Val 
ever asked home and I knew she played 
around with the worst element in school. I 
feared her example on Valentine. 

But any criticism only made Val defend 
her hotly. “Don’t you say anything against 
Nellie. She’s all right. best 
friend—” 

I interrupted angrily. “Well. it would 
be a good thing if you had a few more 
friends. Why don’t you ever ask some of 
the other girls to come home with you?” 

She looked around scornfully, “To this 
dump?” 

I tried to control myself, “Well. I work 
all day to support us and if you don’t like 
the way things are—” 

She interrupted pertly. “Oh, Mom. don’t 
charge yourself up.” She spoke in the bold 
fresh way she had picked up from Nellie 
and her crowd. “Anyway. what would be 
the use of cleaning things up? You know it 
would all look like a pigsty again the next 


She’s my 


day.” 


I didn’t answer that one. Instead. I cried 
out furiously, “Well. you’re not to go out. 
You’ve been out every night this week and 
I don’t like it. Young girls belong at home. 
instead of always running off to someone 
else’s house.” 

“T promised Nellie—” she was halfway 
out the door. “Don’t stew—we can take 
care of ourselves.”” And she was gone be- 
fore I could stop her. 

I remember sitting on alone at the table 
after she had left. Sick at heart, I stared 
unseeing at the soiled fraved tablecloth. 





| was frightened at the way Val was hp 
having. She no longer seemed to care aboy 
me, she who had always been so affection. 
ate and adoring as a small child. Wretch. 
edly, I wondered what I had done wrong 
Where had I failed? 

Oh, if only she had a father! Tears tha 
I had not shed in years for Emery wellej 
up in my eyes. He would have known hoy 
to deal with her. He would have been ab}: 
to prevent our sweet darling little Valep. 
tine from turning into the bold. smany. 
rude teenager she had become. 

Putting my head down on the table, | 
wept uncontrollably. I felt that I had faile; 
Emery in failing with our daughter. 


T WAS a few weeks after this that I had 

another rude shock. I had been out for 
the evening, playing cards with the owner 
of the laundromat and his wife. Val was x 
Nellie’s. “We’re going to do homework’ 
she promised. “You know — exams ney 
week.” 

I left a little after eleven and as it wa 
a warm night. I decided to walk. I was 
about halfway home, going through a no 
too good neighborhood, when rounding ; 
corner suddenly, I almost ran into a grow 
of teenagers standing under a street lighi 
in front of a cheap jukebox joint. 

Instantly realizing that Val was one of 
them, I shrank back into the shadow of 
the building so that I could not be seen 
How can I describe for you the dreadfil 
feeling of—yes, horror—that I experienced 
as I stood there watching those three boy 
and three girls? They weren’t actually do. 
ing anything wrong that you could see. But 
there was something in just the way they 
stood there in that tight little group. the 
dim light of the street lamp shining on 
them, that gave me a queer cold feeling 
down my spine. 

The boys were tough and swaggering 
their hair in sideburns, their leather jack- 
ets marked with a curious emblem. Nellie 
and the other girl were cheap-looking., their 
makeup too heavy, their voices shrill ani 
giggling. Val. with her delicate light pret 
tiness, stood out from the others like : 
lovely flower in a patch of weeds. 

I stood there frozen, fighting down a 
unreasoning fear. What had they been 
doing? What were they planning? Sure 
decent boys and girls didn’t hang aroun 
street corners at this time of night? A ser 
sation of cold terror came over me. Yo 
heard such awful things about dope ani 
sex orgies and just lately in the newsp* 
pers there had been stories of a teenagt 
gang that had been holding up gas stations 

At the anguished memory of what hal 
once happened at a gas station holdup,! 
lost all control of myself. I screamed ott 
my voice shrill, “Valentine, what are yo! 
doing here?” 

The group stiffened, as if they were atl 
mals sensing danger. Then Val whirled 
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around and at the sight of me, color flamed 
into her face and she cried furiously, 
“What's the idea of spying on me?” 

“That’s right—we don’t go in for spies— 
nasty spies.” One of the boys advanced 
menacingly toward me. His hand was tight 
at his side as if he had a gun and he 
snarled, “We know how to take care of 
mother squares.” 

Screams tore at my throat. The next mo- 
ment, like a miracle sent from Heaven, a 
cruising taxi turned into the street. Fran- 
tically I hailed it and grabbing onto Val 
with a steel-like hold, I literally threw her 
into the cab. We were off almost before she 
realized what had happened. 

Driving home she was full of injured 
innocence. When I demanded wrathfully 
how dare she wander the streets late at 
night with a group of hoods, she answered 
loftily, “Number one, we weren’t wander- 
ing. Number two, they aren’t hoods.” 

I snapped, “If they aren’t, they certainly 
manage to give a good imitation of it, gun 
and all.” 

“Oh, that gun act is just a gag.” Then 
suddenly her face clouded and she fal- 
tered, “I—I mean—well, I—think it is—” 

I felt in that moment as if she were 
pleading for help, as if she needed me, her 
mother. I said softly, “Don’t run around 
with Nellie and her friends any more, pre- 
cious. They’re not your kind.” 

“My kind!” She scoffed 
“What does that mean?” 

Then she clammed up and wouldn’t say 
another word. I wished passionately that 
somehow I could reach out to the strange 
new difficult girl she had become. But I 
couldn’t seem to find any words that would 
bring us together. Instead, I found myself 
saying sternly, “Well, 
have a repetition of to-night. You are to 
stay home and have your friends there.” 


\V/ FLL. she did stay home but there were 

never any but Nellie. She 
would swagger in, greet me with a careless 
“Hi-ya,” and disappear with Val into the 
small bedroom. While Val was in there, 
even if it was with Nellie, I felt she was 
safe. In the weeks that followed I kept as 
close a watch on her as I could. Despite 
my vigilance I couldn’t get over the feeling 
that she was doing as she wanted. slyly and 
secretly behind my back. I couldn’t put my 
finger on anything, for she was home most 
of the time. And when Nellie was there, 
shut in Val’s room, they amused themselves 
harmlessly enough by playing the same 
record over and over again. 

It was not until one rainy night that I 
discovered the record playing was any- 
thing but harmless. That evening the girls 
were in Val’s room, supposedly studying. I 
had fallen asleep in my chair in the front 
tom to the sound of the record playing 
over and over again. I was awakened by a 
loud clap of thunder. The rain was pouring 
in the window. 


scornfully, 


I’m not going to 


friends 


I hurried to close it and then went to 
check the window in Val’s room. I opened 
the door and my heart leapt into my mouth. 
The window was open all right — wide 
open. The girls must have gone out that 
way. For the room was empty, the record 
player endlessly going around and around. 

The blood roared in my ears and a sick 
emptiness swept through me. How many 
evenings had I been fooled like this? 
Where could they be? What were they up 
to? Suddenly I remembered the group 
hanging around under the lamp outside 
the jukebox joint. I’d try there. With trem- 
bling hands, I threw on a coat and hat. not 
bothering with any other protection against 
the rain. 

As I opened the front door, a downpour 
lashed across my face, blinding me for a 
moment. When I dashed the drops away 
and could see, Val was just coming in. Her 
hair was a wild tangle and her face was 
grim as death. At the sight of me she cried 
out pitifully, like a small child, “Oh, Mom 
—Mom—” and then she was violently ill. 

I tried to get her to lie down, for she 
But 
clung desperately to me. moaning in a kind 
“T didn’t know what they 


was shaking as if with a fever. she 
of sick frenzy. 
were doing—I didn’t know—” 

I had a little whiskey in the house and I 
The trem- 
bling stopped and she looked directly at 


got a swallow or two down her. 


me. For a long moment it seemed as if all 
the suffering and pain of the world were 
reflected in the clear depth of her eyes. 
Then she drew in a long shuddering breath. 
“They've been holding up gas stations—it 
really was a gun he had—to-night they— 
they shot a man—” 

All the blood drained from my face. I 
felt as if I were being held under water. 
Through shaking lips I asked, “What did 
you have to do with it?” 


“Nothing—oh. believe me—nothing. I—I 


didn’t know—” she began rocking back 
and forth, holding herself as if she were 


I—I just waited in the car—I had 
Nellie said they 
me—but I heard the shot—” 


in pain, “ 
no idea- were initiating 
she clamped 
her hand over her mouth to prevent herself 
from being ill again. 

A soul-sick despair swept over me at the 
memory of another man in a gas station, 
a young husband and father who had bled 
to death alone, struck down by young hoods 
in a holdup. Hardly realizing what I was 
doing in my agony, I pushed Valentine 
from me. 

But frantically she clung to me, hysteria 
in her voice, “Oh, Mom, don’t let them get 
me—lI jumped out of the car and ran when 
I heard the shot. Oh—oh, if I’d had any 
idea—” 

Gently, I loosened the grip of her hands, 
saying quietly, “I’m going to call the police 
right away.” 

She was like a wild person, trying to get 
“No- 


the phone away from me. no. oh. no 
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you mustn’t—they’ll get me if you do, 
maybe kill me—you don’t know what 
they’re like—” 

“T know just what they’re like.” My voice 
was a whiplash cutting through her panic. 

Do you want someone else shot down in 
cold blood, like your father was?” 


N UMBLY, she shook her head back and 

forth helplessly. But she protested no 
longer as I lifted the phone. The police 
ame quickly but it seemed to me we 
waited an eternity for them. Val sobbed 
juietly and finally I gathered her in my 
urms and held her close, asking softly, 
“Oh, precious, how did you ever get in 
with a gang like that?” 

“JJ don’t know—at first I just wanted 
to get away from home—” her voice was so 
low and strained that I could hardly hear 
it, “—I was so ashamed of it and—and Nel- 
lie was the only girl I could ask here be- 
cause her home was almost as bad—” Her 
eyes slid away from mine. 

| shrank back as if she had reached out 
and brutally slapped me across the face. 
{shamed of her own home! Malvina’s 
words echoed in my ears, “—Val will mind 
some day — you'll see.” Suddenly sharp, 
too, was the memory of Barlow’s face as he 
tood in the doorway, aghast at what he 
was seeing. Was that why he had faded out 
»f our lives—dear, kind Barlow who would 
have been such a loving and understanding 
stepfather to Valentine? 

I sobbed, “My baby, oh, my. baby, what 
have I done to you?” 

And. as if in answer I heard the dull, 
heavy knocking of the police at our door. 

[hat was six months ago. Since then 


Valentine has been in Youth House. 
Though she told the police everything and 
the rest of the gang were easily appre- 
hended, there was no escaping the fact that 
she had been there in that car when a man 
was shot in a holdup. Thank God, he lived 
and we don’t have his death heavy on our 
conscience. 

I say “our,” for I know, soul-sick with 
remorse. who should be the one punished. 
For I set my daughter off on the wrong 
road. I, her own mother, had driven her to 
the worst kind of companionship. Instead 
of providing her with a home to which she 
would have been proud and happy to bring 
decent friends, I had forced her by my 
laziness and sloppiness into the company 
of boys and girls who had brought her 
trouble and shame. 

She’ll be coming home next week and 
from now on things are going to be dif- 
ferent. The place will be clean for her, tidy 
and shining. I have forced myself to part 
with some of the furniture that was clutter- 
ing up the rooms and now it will be much 
easier to keep things in order. 

Oh, I don’t suppose it will always be 
spotless. I’m not naturally a good house- 
keeper. But it’s never again going to be— 
what was it Val once called it so bitterly? 
—yes, a pigsty. For I know now that was 
what it was. No wonder she was ashamed 
of it. 

Val understands. On visiting day at the 
House we've talked it all over and she 
wants to help, too. Together we’re going 
to work at it and though I failed my daugh- 
ter once, I know deep in my heart that I 
am never going to do it again. THE END 





‘l Was A Slave To Dope’ 


(Continued from Page 14) 


giving in all my life. 

\ searing pain ripped its way through 
my groin. It traced the path of my intes- 
tines, only to melt away .. . to allow me 
to feel the hot and cold flashes that stabbed 
it my arm pits. A nausea covered my body 
like a black cloud, enveloping me from 
head to foot. I lay fitfully across the stale- 
melling bed, and the black cloud stole 
across my body like a soft, gentle wave 
steals its way onto a naked beach in the 
lonely night. 

[his was pain. Pure unmitigated pain 

the torture of a thousand devils. Res- 
pite came only long enough to make the 
next attack fresh. 

How many rivulets of cold sweat dripped 
from my inflamed body while the hot tears 
burned from my eyes? Tiny hammers 
seemed to smash at each muscle in my 
body. This was no warm throbbing pain— 


OU 


the kind you can rock with and sometimes 
tussle with. No, this was an intense never- 
ending barrage that stung from a thousand 
angles and brought tears. 

And now I was withdrawing from it. 
Every one of the billion cells in my body 
that had been deadened now seemed to 
awaken and cry for attention. They stood 
up and screamed that they be sent back to 
sleep again or the screaming would con- 
tinue for endless hours. And, alone in that 
dingy room on that stale-smelling bed, I 
suddenly knew I could not endure it. These 
insatiable desires had to be soothed, com- 
forted. 

The human in me was rapidly draining 
and the animal in me snatched the reins. 
Mountains might shrink to flat plateaus, 
all civilization might come to a screaming 
halt, but this agony had to be soothed .. . 
again. At least, until some other way came 





along . . . Maybe another way might pres. 
ent itself, maybe not. If so, good. If not, 
then the hell with it. 

Wearily I crawled from the bed and 
pulled my overcoat tight to face the winter 
blasts outside. 

A short search . an exchange of 
money, and then the tiny package. Hastily 
... back to my room .. . hurrying, half-run- 
ning and half-stumbling. Furtive glances 
of caution here and there, but most caution 
thrown to the winds. A few trembling mo- 
ments more and then . . . the hypodermic 
needle and syringe extracted from the hid- 
ing place. Then... then... peace. Peace 
at last. Sleep for those many cells that 
drifted back into a euphoria of content- 
ment and peace. Peace to the world. And 

maybe a tear for some injustice 
done. ... 


‘HE Federal Narcotics Hospital at Lex- 
ington, Kentucky is an institution that 

cost many millions of dollars. It has a 
large staff of well-trained doctors in attend- 
ance, and there is constant research on 
narcotics. Yet nine out of every ten pa- 
tients who go there return to a life of 
narcotics and usually end up right back 
there again. 

That’s because there is quite a difference 
between really breaking a habit and mere- 
ly arresting it. ‘Arresting’ occurs every 
time an addict goes to jail or to a hospital 
or stops for any reason. ‘Breaking’ can 
only happen with a final and ultimate 
realization and by a course of action by 
the addict, when he reaches a point where 
narcotics are no longer a great temptation, 
when he knows he can do without them. 
It starts with the first desire to stop, and 
can only end with the help of professionals. 

I arrested the habit at Lexington Hos- 
pital, and through humane and considerate 
treatment I was encouraged to break it. 
And because it was something that I 
wanted to do, and knew that I could do, 
I did break it. 

And yet you are never completely cured. 
There is the ever-present danger of a re- 
lapse, and care must always be exercised. 
I feel that I am cured—right now I’m a 
student, and I hope to go on to law school 
—but I know that it will never be a com- 
plete cure. There will always be some 
danger of relapse, but I am hopeful and 
confident that I will never have the need 
that I once had, the need that drove me to 
take that terrible ride on the horse, heroin, 
into the most maddening realm on earth. 


THE END 
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Driven By Fear 


(Continued from Page 21) 


other day. Mine’s Fred Collins.” 

“If you want more information about 
books,” I said evenly, “ask at the desk. 
Or look things up in the card catalogue. 
That’s what it’s there for.” 

Humiliated color rushed into his face. 
He said, with deep hurt in his eyes, “Sorry 
I bothered you,” and turned away. 

I looked after his tall thin figure, with 
its slightly drooping shoulders. Then, feel- 
ing thoroughly ashamed of myself, I turned 
back to the shelves. He’d seemed nice 
enough. Nor was there anything wrong. 
from the point of view of an average girl, 
ina young man’s admiring her legs. And it 
was no fault of Fred Collins’ that, on a 
March night four years before. something 
had happened to keep me forever from 
being an average, normal girl. 

All that evening and even after I went 
to bed I kept seeing Fred Collins’ eyes 
with that look of hurt and humiliation in 
their depths. His eyes reminded me of 
someone, someone... 


HE REST of that week I kept watching 

for him in the late afternoons. But it 
wasn’t until the following Wednesday that 
Iemerged from the stacks to see him stand- 
ing at the catalogue, leafing through cards 
in one of the drawers. Resolutely | walked 
up to him. 

“Could I help you. Mr. Collins?” 

He looked up, and again that flush dyed 
his face. “I’m getting along okay. thanks.” 
He looked at me for a second or two more. 
and then blurted out. “Sure I could have 
looked things up in the catalogue the other 
day. But you looked—nice, so I asked you 
instead. But that doesn’t mean I was try- 
ing to get fresh or anything.” 

“I know that.” I said swiftly, “and I’m 
sorry I acted the way I did. I—I had a 
headache that day.” 

“Oh! Then everything’s okay?” 

He was smiling now. Suddenly I knew 
who his eyes reminded me of. My own 
father. Young as I was when he died, I 
could remember his eyes—friendly and yet 
sensitive, the eyes of a person defenseless 
against snubs. 

“Yes, everything’s okay,” I smiled. 

He said hesitantly, “Then you wouldn’t 
think I was out of line if I asked you to go 
to the movies?” 

That was more than I'd bargained for. 
‘I'm sorry, but I go to school nights.” 

“Weekends too?” 

Thesitated. Surely I owed him something 
for having been so unpleasant a few days 
before. And it wouldn't hurt me to spend a 
couple of hours at the movies with him. 


“Well, I guess Friday night would be all 
right,” I said. and gave him my name and 
address. 

“Great,” he said happily. “I'll see you 
about seven-thirty.” 

That night at dinner I told Aunt Milly 
I had a date for Friday. At her surprised 
look I added quickly, “It’s only because I 
was rude to him. and feel I ought to make 
up for it.” 

Her “You're 
twenty-one, Laura. You don’t have to make 
excuses to me for going out with a young 
man.” 

When Fred called for me Friday night I 


answer astonished me. 


wasn’t quite ready, and so Aunt Milly en- 
tertained him for awhile. Entering the liv- 
ing room, I saw them side by side on the 
sofa, with Aunt Milly’s photograph album 
on their laps. 

He got to his feet and then said to Aunt 
Milly, “I'd like to see the rest of the album 
sometime. I like looking at photographs.” 

The tone of his voice told me that he 
wasn’t just being polite. He meant it. 

I came home at eleven-thirty. As I went 
down the hall of our flat Aunt Milly opened 
the door of her room. “Did you have a 
good time. dear?” 

“Yes.” 

That was true. I’d enjoyed the movie 
and the sandwich we’d had afterward. I’d 
been interested in Fred’s account of how. 
until she’d remarried two years ago. he'd 
had to support his mother and younger sis- 
ter, and of how he hoped that soon he’d 
have enough saved to buy a working part- 
nership in some garage. 

He hadn’t tried to hold my hand 
movies, or to kiss me when we said 
night. 


in the 
good- 
Aunt Milly followed me into my room 
and sat down on the bed. “Are you going 
out with him again?” 

“T don’t think so.” I said. hanging my 
coat in the closet. He’d asked for another 
date. and I'd said that I’d be pretty busy 
from now on studying for exams. but that 
he could telephone if he liked. 

Aunt Milly said, “Laura, why don’t you 
go out with him again?” As I turned to 
stare at her in surprise, she hurried on, 
“T know, I know. I taught you to distrust 
men. But there are exceptions. And even 
though I saw Fred for only a few minutes 
tonight, I feel sure he’s one of the excep- 
tions.” 

Her face crumpled 
thought she was going to cry. “Look at 


suddenly, and [| 
you!” she said. “Nearly all the girls you 
went to school with are married now. and 
this is the first time vou’ve even had a date 
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in four years. You’re pretty, and yet you 
take no more interest in clothes than if you 
were my age, and plain as a mud fence. 

“And it’s my fault!” she went on. “Oh, 
[ used to think I was giving you good ad- 
vice. But as I’ve watched you, dropping 
even your girl friends, getting quieter all 
the time, staying home night after night— 
well, I’ve realized that what has been a 
passably good life for me may not turn out 
to be any sort of life at all for you.” 

I sat down on the bed and patted her 
hand. “Don’t, don’t!” I said pityingly. “It 
hasn't been your fault.” 

And it hadn’t been. Despite all her scath- 


have continued to go out with boys, and 
perhaps would have been married by now 
if Charlie Doyle hadn’t reached out of 
that alley that night. 
But that was something I could never tell 
her or anyone. “I’m all right,” I soothed. 
I'm fine. And I will go out with Fred 
gain, Not just because you want me to. 
ut because / want to.” 
And as I spoke I realized my words were 
rue. Fred and I could never be anything 
more than friends. but I wanted that friend- 


hip 


LL THAT spring and summer we went 
out together at least twice a week. The 
ntertainment he provided was always in- 
xpensive—a movie, or. when the weather 
rew warm, the concerts at the stadium. 
Sometimes he suggested a nightclub, but 
[ always refused, knowing that he’d al- 
ready found a garage that offered a work- 
partnership—a small garage in a Long 
[sland suburb —and that he was trying 
hard to save the necessary money. 
\fter our third date he gave me a brief 
vodnight kiss. Sometimes at the movies 
yr a concert he would take my hand in his. 
But beyond that he didn’t attempt to make 
love to me. With deep gratitude for his sen- 
itivity, I realized that he must have 
guessed that any attempt at greater inti- 
nacy would have made me recoil from him. 
On a hot August night we drove down 
to Little Neck Bay. As we sat in the car, 
vatching the lights of small boats shim- 
mering over the water, Fred said abruptly, 
Laura, you must know I love you. Will 
1 marry me?” 
felt dismay, and then a rending grief. 
So it was over. I'd have to say goodbye to 
im, this man who’d come to mean more to 
than Id realized until now. 
[ said wretchedly. “No, Fred. I can’t 


irry you.” 


\fter a moment he asked, his voice flat. 
You mean there’s someone else?” 
No. No one.” 

Then I guess it’s just that you don’t 
me.” 
But I do!” 
lt wasn’t until the words had burst out 
me that I realized I did love him. Oh, 


love 


6 


not with the love of a whole, normal wom- 
an. But. in my soul-crippled way, I loved 
him deeply. 

He turned to me. his face eager, puzzled. 
“Then why—?” 

I knew then that I couldn’t brush him 
off with a lie. Oh. I couldn’t tell him the 
whole truth—Fred was the last person I 
could tell that—but I must tell him part 
of it. 

I said haltingly, “I could never be a real 
wife to you. You, or any man. All of that— 
terrifies and revolts me. Do you under- 
stand, Fred?” 

He said quietly, gently, “I think so. You 
mean the physical side of marriage. You’re 
afraid of it. Somehow I realized that about 
you the first night we went out together. 

“Tt’s your aunt, isn’t it?” he went on. 
“She never married. Somehow she’s planted 
in you her own fear and distrust of mar- 
riage.” 





INVITATION 
Somewhere upon this broad green 
earth 
There surely dwells, I know. 
Someone whom love has meant for 
me— 
My heart has told me so. 


I know not where he is, but ah, 
I know just how he looks: 
He’s tall and has a gentle smile. 
He’s very fond of books. 


I know not when our paths may 
cross— 

Oh. day of wondrous bliss! 

I only know my life awaits 

His smile, his touch. his kiss. 


And so. wherever he may be. 
These words he'll heed. I pray: 
Dear man, don’t wait on time or 
tide— 
Please hurry down my way! 
—Pauline Booker 





I kept silent. I knew I was being unjust 
to Aunt Milly. But better that he blame her 
than ever guess the truth.” 

“Your aunt likes me, though.” he said. 
“From remarks she’s dropped whenever 
I’ve been alone with her for a few minutes 
I’ve gathered she’d like us to marry. She 
even said to me the other night that she’d 
arranged to have a woman friend live with 
her if you ever left her.” 

When I still didn’t speak he took my 
hand and said gently, “Will you marry me 






on these terms, Laura? [ll never demanj 
anything of you unless and until you'y 
willing to grant it.” 

I cried, “I couldn’t! That would be y. 
fair to you!” 

“Let me worry about what’s fair to me 
I’m not a kid, Laura. I’m twenty-five, | 





rest of my life with you. But if you mar. 
ried me, and it didn’t work out. if we wer | 
both miserable—well, I'd let you go. Yo | 
could have a divorce. I promise you that 
Laura.” 

I felt a surge of yearning. How wonder. 
ful it would be to keep him near me, thi 
generous, understanding man. And mayhe 
just maybe, I'd be able to blot out the mem. | 
ory of that March night four years ago~ | 

But it would be unfair to accept his offe, | 
an offer that was almost sure to bring hip 
unhappiness and bitter disappointment, 

For a moment more my conscience strug | 
gled with my need for him. Then I whis | 
pered, “All right, Fred. All right.” ; 

We were married three weeks later ing | 
Manhattan wedding chapel, with Aunt Mil. 
ly and one of Fred’s friends from the ga. 
rage where he worked as our attendants, 
Immediately after the ceremony we drove 
up to a hotel in the Adirondacks for ¢ 
week’s honeymoon. 

Even now I can remember the terror, the 
inward shrinking, I felt when I first la 
beside Fred in that darkened hotel bed. | 
room. Gently he turned my face toward his 
and kissed me. Then he reached down, 
clasped my hand—how cold my hand mus 
have felt in his!—and began to talk. He 
talked of our marriage ceremony, of ou 
trip up on the train, of how tomorrow we'd 
swim in the lake. 

After awhile he gathered me gently in” 
his arms. and, his cheek lying upon mine, ' 
began to talk of how he loved me—my hair. 
the soft way I spoke, the seriousness of my 
face until my smile lighted it— 

Gradually I became used to his arms, his 
voice so close to my ear. I don’t know just 
when it was that the last of my terror left 
me. I only know that when he again kissed 
me. my lips yielded to his and my arms 
tightened around him. 

Afterwards I lay quietly weeping agains! 
his shoulder. He said, “Laura! Oh, dar 
ling! What is it?” 

“Tt’s just that I’m so happy,” I answered 
brokenly. 

And I was. Happy that tenderness had 
healed the scars of violence. Happy that! 
knew now the difference between an act 0! 
ruthless lust and an act of love. 


know I love you, and want to spend | 
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HOSE FIRST three years of our mar- 
Tae were wonderful. Almost as soon 
as we returned to the city Fred bought an 
interest in the Long Island garage. For 
three months we lived in a small Bronx 
walk-up apartment. Then Fred came home 
one night with wonderful news. A new 
housing development had opened up near 
the garage. After the small down payment, 
the mortgage would cost no more each 
month than the rent we were now paying. 

Our house in the development—Willow 
Acres, it was called—wasn’t much different 
from every other house on the winding 
street. But it was sparklingly new, and 
there was a picture window, and a front 
lawn where, the very first spring, Fred 
planted grass and rose bushes and a lom- 
hardy poplar. 

Early in the second year of our mar- 
iage, our daughter Deborah was born. She 
was a grave, sweet baby. We welcomed her 
not just with happiness, but with a feeling 
of security. The garage was doing so well 
that even though Fred was turning most of 
his share of the profits back into the busi- 
ness we were able to afford a few luxuries 
—a barbecue pit in the backyard. and a 
new car. 

Then, when I’d been married a little 
more than three years, my serene. happy 
world crashed around me. 

I'd gone over to the Bronx that day to 
shop for a rug for our dinette. Several 
places in our old neighborhood, I’d remem- 
bered, sold mill-end carpets at bargain 
prices. But before shopping I dropped in 
tosee Aunt Milly and the woman. a retired 
librarian, who now occupied my old room 
in the flat. 

I said goodbye to them. started toward 
the bus stop—and saw Charlie Doyle. 

He stood lounging against the window of 
the corner tobacco store, older now and 
with a scar down his cheek, but with the 
same slouching stance, the same elaborate- 
ly waved hair and slight smile. 

I stopped dead in my tracks. It was like 
finding myself in the midst of a half-for- 
gotten nightmare. Somehow, during these 
past happy years, I'd come to think of 
Charlie Doyle as dead, or at least forever 
removed from my world. I hadn’t realized 
that men were released from prison- 

A wave of sickness hit me. Blindly | 
turned back two doors to a drugstore en- 
trance, walked down a row of booths to 
the last one. A waitress in a yellow uni- 
lorm walked over to me, and I automati- 
cally ordered a soft drink. 

Charlie Dowle appeared at her shoulder. 
“Make it two,” he said, and slid onto the 
bench across the table from me. 

When the waitress had gone he said 
softly, “Long time no see. baby.” 

Trying to fight down nausea, I said, 
away. Oh, please go away!” 

“Now is that any way to treat an old 
friend? I asked about you areund the 
neighborhood. babe. I hear you’ve done 


“Go 


real well. House out on Long Island. hus- 
band in the garage business . . .” 

He stopped speaking until the waitress, 
placing glasses before us, turned away. 
Then he said, “Remember that locket, 
baby? It’s got your name in it. What if I 
showed it to your husband, told him you 
gave it to me because you and me used to 
be real good friends—” 

“That’s not true!” I said thickly. 

“Can you prove it ain’t true?” 

I forced myself to look full in his face. 
“What do you want?” 

He threw back his head and laughed, 
without making any sound at all. “Not 
what you think! How old are you now? 
Twenty-three? Twenty-four? Well. 
like ’em light. some dark, some tall, some 
short. I like em young. Real young. You 
just don’t send me. But I am sort of 
broke. Twenty-five bucks would be a big 


some 


help. Give me that, and I'll forget the 
whole thing.” 
I made myself go on looking at him. 


would never believe that I’d 
been “real friendly” with this loathsome 
creature. Fred would believe me, if I told 
him the truth. But I’d rather die than have 
him know the truth. Have him know that 
his wife, the beloved mother of his Debbie, 
had lain stunned in a reeking alley— 

Blindly I opened the purse, took 
bills, the four tens and two fives Fred had 
given me to spend on the rug. Charlie 
Doyle said, eying the roll of money. “Make 
it thirty-five.” 

I managed to say. past the sick tightness 
in my throat, “But my husband expects 
me to buy a carpet today!” 

He shrugged impatiently. “That’s your 
problem.” He stretched out his hand. “I 
want thirty-five.” 

Quickly, 
mine, I dropped all the bills on the table. 

he took three tens and a five, 
the rest “Okay, you 
can Don’t the drinks. 
They’re on me.” 

I left the drugstore, 
knowing why I took that direction. 
ing only that I had to get away from that 
place, that man, as quickly as possible. 
I'd gone several blocks, walking in a sick 
daze along the noisy street, before I real- 
ized that I had to have some sort of rug 
to show for the fifty dollars Fred had given 
me that morning. Otherwise. Fred might 
find out— 

For a moment utter panic overwhelmed 
me. Then I remembered that there used to 
be a store on Dexter Street that sold used 
rugs, sometimes for as little as ten dollars. 
I turned around. hurried back two blocks, 
and went down Dexter Street. 


Fred, I knew, 


out 


before his hand could touch 


Smiling, 
toward me. 
about 


shoved 

go. worry 
turned south, not 
know- 


WO AFTERNOONS later, after the 
deliveryman left, I unrolled the rug onto 
the dinette floor and then stared down at 
it sickly. Oh, it was the right color, a moss 
green, and almost the right size. But at 
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the store, still numb and confused, I hadn’t 
been aware of how bad its condition was. 
Now I saw that near one edge it was so 
worn that the threads showed. And in one 
corner there was a big dark spot. 

[ had one thing to be thankful for. Fred 
wouldn’t see it for the first time by day- 
light. The week before, he and his part- 
ner had arranged that both of them would 
be at the garage only during the busy day- 
light hours from ten until six. His partner 
would work the early morning hours, and 
Fred the hours from six until the garage 
closed for the night at nine. 

When he came home tonight I’d have the 
floor lamp turned dim, and a chair placed 

‘+r the dark spot. And tomorrow, as soon 
is he left for the garage, I'd use rug 
cleaner on that stain, in the hope that I 
could get it out and the rug dry before he 
saw it again. 

When Fred walked into the dinette that 
night he said, “This the new rug? It’s a 
nice color.” 

Then, with a sudden frown, he switched 
on the overhead light, moved the table to 
one side, pulled the chairs back. 

Laura! Did you pay fifty dollars for 
this?” 

‘I told you it was secondhand!” I said 
wiftly, shrilly. “It was a real bargain. The 
nan said that a new rug like this would 
ost more than—” 

‘Bargain! Honey, you’ve been gypped. 
This rug goes back.” 

[ felt utter panic. “They won't take it 
back! They told me they don’t take used 
rugs back.” 

“They'll take this one back—and give 

our fifty bucks!” 

In my desperation I took defense in pre- 
tended hurt and anger. “Why are you al- 
ways criticizing me?” My voice shook. 
“Why do you want to humiliate me by go- 
ing there and making a fuss? I thought I 
was doing the right thing—” 

“Honey! Don’t get so upset! If it’s going 
to bother you that much... .” 

He put his arms around me. “Okay, so 
you goofed. Everybody does once in a 
while. We'll keep the rug. Maybe we can 
get the spot out. But will you be more 
careful from now on, honey? I figure that 
if we economize now, and put our savings 
back into the business, we won’t have to 

ick so close to our budget a few years 
irom now.” 

[ said, my voice muffled against his 
shoulder, “All right. Pll be careful.” 

| hated myself for deceiving him. But 
it least it was for the last time. I’d take 
good care not to run into Charlie Doyle 
igain. No matter how strange it might 
seem to Aunt Milly, I'd never visit her flat 
again. I'd see her here, or arrange to meet 
her someplace well away from the old 
neighborhood. 


[ saw Charlie Doyle again just three 


days later. 
604 





With Debbie in her stroller beside me, I 


stood chatting with two other 
mothers that morning at the edge of the 
two-square-block area that the Willow 
Acre subdividers had set aside as a play- 
ground, Suddenly I saw, on the gravelled 
path, the shadow of a man standing be- 
hind me, saw on the faces of my suddenly 
silent friends a look of curiosity and faint, 
instinctive aversion. Sickly, somehow know- 
ing who it was. I turned around. How out 
of place he looked, standing there with his 
waved hair and sharp suit in this quiet 
little suburban park. 

“Hello, Laura,” he smiled. “I dropped 
by your house, but you weren’t there. so 
I just drove around looking for you. Want 
a lift home?” 

I said thickly, “Yes.” My one thought 
was to get him away from there, away 
from the avidly curious eyes of the other 
women. 

He said, still smiling. “Fine. My car’s 
just down the street.” 

I don’t remember saying goodbye to my 
friends, but I suppose I must have. Grasp- 
ing the handle of Debbie’s strolle, I 
pushed it ahead of me, my flesh shrinking 
with the awareness of him walking beside 
me. 

“Here’s my heap.” He stopped beside 
a car parked at the curb, a brand new 
salmon-colored hard top, with a wolf tail 
tied to the radio antenna on the rear 
fender. 

“Want me to help you with the kid?” 

“No!” I cried. Bending, I snatched Deb- 
bie out of the stroller so quickly that she 
let out a startled, indignant wail. 

He laughed, picked up the stroller, and 
put it between the front and back seats. 
Debbie in my arms, I got in the car. aware 
that my friends must still be watching 
from the park. 

“What do you want?” I asked. as he 
got in beside me. 

He started the car and drove several 
yards down the street before he answered. 
“T want ten bucks. This week, and every 
week from now on.” 

Ten dollars! How could I pay him ten 
dollars each week? Almost every cent Fred 
and I spent was budgeted, from the seven- 
ty-a-month mortgage payment to the six 
dollars we paid Beth Clayton, a neighbor- 
hood teenager, to baby sit with Debbie 
twice a month. How could I sneak ten dol- 
lars each week, I thought desperately. out 
of the household money Fred gave me? 

Go to the police! I thought. Tell them 
a man was blackmailing me. Maybe some- 
how they’d help me keep it a secret from 


young 


everyone, even Fred... 

The man beside me read my thoughts. 
“Of course you can holler copper.” he 
said casually. “But if you do, I'll demand 
a jury trial. You'll tell your story, and I'll 
tell mine. T’ll tell what good friends we 
were belore I got sent up. and how after 


I got out we went right back to being good 
friends. Then we had a fight, and to get 
even you cooked up this rape and black. 
mail story. 

“Maybe you'll hang it on me,” he went 
on, in that casual tone. “But plenty of 
people, including maybe your friends back 
there, will think maybe I’m telling the 
truth. Everytime some babe hollers rape 
there’s always plenty who say she’s a 
tramp who’s trying to hang a bum rap on 
some poor guy.” 

[ just sat there, numb with the knowl. 
edge that I had no defense against him, 
Until now I'd feared only that Fred would 
learn what had happened to me in that 
alley that night. But now I saw that much 
more was at stake—our standing in the 
community. What would it be like to know 
that all my neighbors were talking about 
the ugly secret at the core of my life, and 
speculating as to whether I or the man 
beside me was telling the truth about it? 
What would become of the future we'd 
planned for ourselves, and above all for 
our little girl, in this pleasant community? 

He stopped the car before our house. 
How, I wondered distractedly, had he 
known where we lived? And then I realized 
he’d probably just looked us up in the 
phone book. 

I said, in a choked voice, “All right. 
You can have the money.” Fumbling in my 
purse, I took out a ten dollar bill, held it 
by the edge, so that our fingers didn’t 
touch as he took it from my hand. 

“Thanks,” he said. “Ill be around to 
collect every week. Hand it over nice and 
quiet, and the price will stay ten dollars.” 

How long would he go on blackmailing 
me? Maybe, I thought with desperate hope. 
he’d get sent up again for some other 
crime. Surely he hadn’t come honestly by 
this expensive car. And then I realized with 
dull despair that maybe he’d given up vio- 
lent crime for much safer blackmail. May- 
be he had a number of people paying him. 
young women like me. or young men, old 
associates of his. who were trying to live 
down their past. 

“Never come in the day time.” I said 
wretchedly, aware that someone had 
twitched aside the curtains of the picture 
window across the street. “Come after dark. 
My husband doesn’t get home until around 
nine-thirty. 

“And never come on weekends,” I added. 
“My husband’s home most of the time 
then.” Fred and his partner had hired a 
man to take their place except for a few 
hours Saturdays and Sundays. 

“Sure.” Charlie Doyle said cheerfully, 
reaching across me to open the door. “Glad 


to oblige.” 


TT HE NEXT six weeks were a waking 

nightmare. It wasn’t just that the pres 
ence of Charlie Doyle. even when he wasn't 
actually there, seemed to fill every corner 
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of our little house, like some poisonous, 
invisible mist. 1t was the constant, desper- 
ate anxiety to save a dollar here, a few 
vents there. Again and again I served ham- 
burger meat loaf — and told Fred it was 
chopped sirluin at a dollar-thirty a pound. 
| bought day-old bread instead of fresh, 
and powdered rather than fresh milk, and 
denied myself even nail polish and a home 
permanent, 

Maybe I'd have been able to make up 
ior the secret drain on the housekeeping 
money if Charlie Doyle had limited his 
\isits to once a week. But only two or three 
nights after I'd wordlessly handed him a 
ren-dollar bill the doorbell would ring 
again. My stomach tightening into a knot. 
'd open the door to see him standing there, 
that slight smile on his face. “I’m going to 
be out of town next week, so I’m collecting 
ahead of time.” 

But within a week. or even less, he’d be 
there again, with no mention of the extra 
money he’d collected the week before. And 
[, in my numb helplessness. would hand 
him another ten dollars. 

And so it was that always before the end 
of the week I had to ask Fred for a few 
extra dollars. He always gave it. good- 
naturedly enough at first, then with in- 
creasingly sharp questions as to where all 
the money was going. Daily. it seemed to 
me. I grew thinner, shorter-tempered with 
Debbie. more afraid to look at Fred lest I 
see that look of puzzled irritation in his 
eyes. 

It became so bad that at night, lying 
sleepless by Fred. I'd cast about wildly for 
ways of killing Charlie Doyle. Maybe I 
vould rent a car. old 
neighborhood. wait until | saw him cross- 
ing an intersection— 

But even as these 
sessed my mind. I knew I wouldn’t carry 
them out. Maybe some people were smart 
enough to think up a foolproof murder. I 
wasn’t. And besides. I knew that I 
incapable of the cold. premeditated killing 
of any human being. even one as loathsome 
as Charlie Doyle. 

The tension between Fred and me 
reached the breaking point one Wednes- 
day night in April. As I sat opposite him 
while he ate his late dinner, I was desper- 
ately aware that Charlie Doyle’s visit, less 
than an hour before. had left me with only 
ive dollars in my purse. I said, trying to 
make my voice casual, “I’m running a lit- 
tle short this week, dear. Could you let me 
have some extra money?” 

Fred laid down his fork, as if he’d been 
waiting for me to ask that question. “No, 
Laura, I won't. We’re going to have a new 
system from now on. Remember how I left 
lor the garage early this morning? Well. 
| stopped at the market and opened a 
charge account for groceries and meat. I 
opened an account at the drug store and 
the dry cleaning shop and the Mode Dress 
Shop. T'll give vou spending money. of 


drive back to my 


fev erish ideas pous- 


Was 


course, but you'll charge almost every- 
thing, and that way we’ll soon find out how 
it is that we can’t stay within our budget.” 

I felt stunned. How could I pay Charlie 
Doyle each week, if Fred gave me only a 
few dollars in actual cash? 

“You can’t treat me this way,” I cried 
wildly. “I'll get a job! Ill hire someone 
to take care of Debbie!” 

“You'll do no such foolish, selfish thing,” 
Fred said sternly. “Debbie needs you, and 
you know it.” 

“Selfish! 
Prices are going up all the time. and yet 


You’re the one that’s selfish. 


you- -” 

“Prices haven’t gone up that much—not 
just in the last few weeks!” 

I stared at him baffled, and then, because 
I didn’t know what else to do, I again took 
refuge in pretended anger. “You think it’s 
fun, working, scrimping all day, never go- 
ing any place. You’re mean and you're 
stingy—” 

“And you're turning into a careless little 
nitwit!” 

Almost immediately dismay crossed his 
face. He got up and came over to me and 
put his hand on my shoulder. “Honey, let’s 
don’t quarrel. Let’s this 
charge account system works, anyway. As 
for your working hard—vwell. we both de- 
serve a little fun. ll have Jimmy take over 
for me at the garage tomorrow night.” 


just see how 


Jimmy was the young man Fred and his 
had 
“We'll have dinner at that new place that’s 
Turnpike. And 
we'll just forget about money troubles un- 


partner hired to work weekends. 


opened up on _ Jericho 
til we can talk the whole thing out over 
the weekend.” 

Wearily. hopelessly. I leaned my head 
against him. “All right.” I said. 


‘THE NEXT night Fred and I sat oppo- 

site each other at a candle-lit table in 
the sparklingly new Turnpike restaurant. I 
tried to smile, to make appreciative com- 
ments about the food and the painted 
murals of Long Island scenes. But inside 
I was asking myself the same question that 
had gone around and around in my head 
all that day as I did my housework, all that 
evening as I dressed and gave final instruc- 
tions to Beth Clayton, the fifteen-year-old 
we'd hired to stay with Debbie. 

Some wives, I’d heard. managed to get 
extra money by making underhanded ar- 
rangements with tradespeople. A dress 
shop owner, for instance, would bill a wom- 
an’s husband for twenty dollars for a fif- 
teen-dollar dress and then, when the hus- 
band paid, return the extra five dollars to 
the wife. Would I be driven to trying to 
make arrangements at the stores 
where Fred had opened charge accounts? 
Such deceits, it seemed to me. would be 
far more shameful than any I'd practised 


such 


up until now. 
We left the restaurant around eight and 
drove slowly home. with me trying to pre- 
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tend that my own mood matched Fred’s 
pleasant, relaxed one. 

As we turned into our quiet street, I saw 
the salmon-colored car with the wolf tail 
move away from the curb in front of our 
house. 

My first thought was, “But he was here 
only last night!” I’d had no idea he'd be 
back so soon. Was he going to start de- 
manding money every day or so? 

My second thought was thanksgiving 
that we’d missed him, if only by a minute 
or two. 

And then one word flashed chillingly 
through my mind. “Beth!” 

As Fred angled our car toward the curb, 
I cried, “Don’t get out! Keep the motor 
running!” 

“Laura! What on—” 

“Please! Please just do as I say!” 

\lmost before the car stopped I got out. 
raced up the walk. Opening the door with 
my key, I raced down the hall to Debbie’s 
room. Yes, she was safe, quietly sleeping. 
[ snatched her up, and, ignoring her star- 
tled cries, wrapped a blanket around her 
und ran back to the living room. 

Beth wasn’t there. On the end table be- 
side the sofa lay her opened French text- 
book. For a horrifying instant I saw my 
own textbook, lying there at the alley’s 
mouth that night seven years before. 

Not even closing the door behind me, I 
an down the walk with Debbie in my 
irms. Fred was moving toward me. “Laura, 
what is this?” 

I threw a frantic glance up the street. 
lt was empty. But there was only one way 
for him to have turned—to the right, along 
1 route that led eventually to the Jericho 
lurnpike. 

‘Get back in the car!” I cried. “That 
nan’s got Beth!” 

“What man?” he asked, but as he spoke 
he was hurrying beside me to the car. 

“The man who just drove away from 
! said, getting into the front seat. 
\s Fred slid behind the wheel and started 
the car moving down the street, I added 
flatly, ““He’s a rapist.” 


he re 


Fred’s voice was stunned, unbelieving. 
but his foot pressed harder on the acceler- 
itor. “What makes you think—?” 

Even now it was hard to tell him. “I 
know because he’s the the man that—it 
happened four years before I met you. I 
walking home one night alone, and he 
reached out of an alley—” 


Was 


The car jerked, then shot forward as 
Fred stepped hard on the accelerator. “Oh, 
God!” he said, in a thick voice I’d never 
heard him use before. “My darling. my 
poor baby. That explains—” 

We'd reached the end of the street now. 
\s we turned I saw that there was not just 
one pair of taillights in the distance, but 
several. I said despairingly, “We'd better 
call the police. If he gets to the turnpike. 
imong all that trafic—” 


00 


“He won’t go to the turnpike.” Fred’s 
voice held a deadly grimness now. “He'll 
turn down Deep Pond Road.” 

Deep Pond Road, branching off about 
a quarter of a mile ahead of us, ran be- 
tween dark, level potato fields. Of course, 
I thought, that’s where he’d take her. 

We turned left on Deep Road. Twin tail- 
lights glimmered through the darkness sev- 
eral hundred yards ahead of us. Fred 
pressed the accelerator down to the floor- 
board. The taillights grew larger. Our 
headlights caught the gleam of salmon- 
colored metal. 

Beth was in that car. As I hugged Deb- 
bie close against me, dimly aware of the 
dark fields speeding past on either side of 
us, I could almost see Beth huddling terri- 
fied in one corner of the hardtop’s front 
seat. 

Beth. Why was it that I hadn’t thought 
until tonight of Beth, of all the Beths in 
the world? Why hadn’t I realized that for 
their sake, and at whatever cost, I should 
have done my best to have Charlie Doyle 
locked up? 

Oh. I could forgive myself for not having 
gone to the police right after he raped 
me. I was still a child then, a shocked, sick. 
terrified child. But years later, when he 
first tried to blackmail, I should have gone 
to the police. No matter what the cost to 
myself—yes, or even to the future of my 
husband and child —I shouldn’t have al- 
lowed this monster to remain free to prowl 
the world. 

Evidently he’d become aware that we 
followed, because the taillights dwindled 
as he speeded up. I looked at the needle 
of our own speedometer, hovering just be- 
low eighty, and knew grimly that we were 
risking our lives and our child’s, but that 
thanks to me we now had no other choice. 

For a split second, as the car ahead of 
us made a sharp turn, only one taillight 
was visible. And then we heard it, the 
crash, the rending of metal. I thought. 
Beth! Beth with her straight young body. 
her pretty still childish face— 

We were still about fifty yards from the 
hardtop when its gas tank exploded with 
a roar, sending a sheet of flame into the 
murky night. Fred drove several yards 
closer, braked to a stop. I laid Debbie. 
screaming with terror now. on the front 
seat, and then followed Fred as he raced 
toward the flaming wreck. The car was still 
upright. I saw, its hood crumpled against 
a telephone pole. 

Fred had run to one side of the car. I 
ran to the other. The door had burst open 
and Beth lay half in, half out of the car. I 
dashed to her, only dimly aware that a 
gust of flame licked out at me. Seizing her 
under the arms, I dragged her swiftly away 
from the car, laid her face upward on the 
loose plowed ground. 


Her brown eyes open, dazed with terror, 
“Mrs. Collins?” 

“Beth! Are you hurt?” 

“He had a knife, Mrs. Collins. Right 
there he tried to—and I screamed at him 
you'd be home soon—and he put the knife 
at my neck and made me go out to the 
car—” 

Fred appeared beside me. “Is she all 
right?” 

“T think so.” Frantically I felt of Beth’s 
arms, her legs, to make sure they weren't 
broken. “Oh, God! I hope so!” 

“We'll have to call an ambulance, and 
the police. The man’s dead,” Fred said in 
a grim. flat voice. “The steering post got 
him.” 

Beth was all right. At the hospital she 
was treated only for shock and minor 
bruises. They treated my own injuries too, 
burns on my arm and the side of my neck 
and face. The burns were painful, but not 
as painful as the moment when, in the 
hospital waiting room, I had to face Beth's 
parents, and tell them how Charlie Doyle 
had happened to be at our house that 
night. 

Three days later, at the official inquiry 
into his death. I had to tell the story all 
over again. 

But if some human beings can be un- 
believably vicious, others can be wonder- 
fully kind and generous. Beth’s parents 
never reproached me, but only thanked me. 
again and again, for pulling their daugh- 
ter from that blazing car. The police kept 
all word of my past connection with Char- 
lie Doyle out of the newspapers. And even 
if my neighbors guessed something of the 
truth, and I suppose they must have, only 
a few of them asked prying questions— 
questions I turned aside with the flat state- 
ment that I didn’t want to talk about what 
had happened. The rest of my neighbors 
were infinitely kind, calling up to inquire 
about my burns, and to offer to take Deb- 
bie to the park with their own youngsters. 
and never asking anything I'd have found 
painful to answer. 

As for Beth, she was married last week. 
a little more than three years after I pulled 
her out of that flaming car. As I saw her 
coming up the aisle, beautiful and radiant 
on the arm of her brand new husband, | 
was aware of the faint scars on my hands 
and neck. But far from regretting them, | 
was glad that they were mine, that Beth 
herself had escaped unscarred in soul and 
body. 

And. aware of Debbie on one side of me 
and of Fred on the other, reaching down to 
squeeze my hand as Beth turned her head 
to give us a special smile, I thanked God 
that the price I’d had to pay for my cow 
ardice and bad judgment was so mercifully 
small. 


THE END 
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[| Was A Stranger In Their House 


(Continued from Page 37) 


laughed. “Oh, they are very. very nice. 
They are still fairly young. Your mother 
is not quite thirty. Your father is a photog- 
rapher and they own their own home. Your 
mother is a good typist who does extra 
work at home so they have enough money.” 
I was bewildered. “Why. they don’t 
sound bad at all. Why were they judged 
unfit? Why did they leave me here?” 
Now Mrs. Scott’s was 
“They've had a rough time, Donna. They 
met at a special school they were both 
going to. They married quite young and 
neither of them could find work—at least 
not good jobs. Your mother had you a 
year after they were married. She was sick 


voice serious. 


- for a long time and your father tried very 


hard to support you both. He worked so 
hard that he got sick too. At the time you 
were committed to the Home you were two 
years old and it seemed that they would 
never be able to live except on County 
Aid. They were quite proud and didn’t 
want to accept that unless they just had 
to. They would rather have gone hungry 
but of course they didn’t want you to go 
hungry. Your mother studied typing and 
got a few jobs to do at home. Your father 
worked as a janitor in a photography 


| studio. His employer was a kind man and 
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when he saw your father wanted to learn 
the work he taught him photography. 
Later he gave your father a job in that 
studio, Now your father owns part of it. 
There is no danger that they will go hun- 
gry again, I’m sure.” 

“But—but why did they have such a 
hard time?” I asked, puzzled. “I mean, 
they didn’t drink too much or something 
like that did they?” 

Mrs. Scott’s face was grave. “Oh no, 
Donna. But—well. my dear—you see, your 
mother and father are deaf and dumb.” 

I stared at her in horror. “Deaf and 
dumb!” 

She nodded. “Yes. Your mother had a 
severe illness—I’m not sure what, some 
kind of virus fever, when she was a baby. 
Your father was deafened by an accident. 
The hot water heater exploded in the 


kitchen of their apartment when he was 


only sixteen months old and it ruptured 
his ear drums. Since both of them were 
deafened before they could speak—well. 
naturally they did not know what speech 
sounded like. Since then your father has 
learned to speak fairly well in a deaf and 
dumb school he has been attending for 
years. Your mother can speak a little too 
but she prefers to write notes. Both of 
them can read lips however and they are 
quite good at sign language. I’m sure they 


can speak as well in sign language as we 
can vocally.” 

I was still dazed by the thought of it. 
Fear ran through me. I didn’t want to go 
to a home where they couldn’t speak! My 
lips trembled. There had been a deaf and 
dumb man who owned a little shoe repair 
shop near my school. He was dirty and he 
acted mad at the world. If we kids went 
near him he’d run us off, shaking his fist 
and grunting in a horrid way. Of course 
the kids had teased him for it. Maybe it 
had been cruel but—Oh, I could still hear 
them talking about the “dummy.” And 
both of my parents were dummies! I swal- 
lowed painfully. 

“They are waiting for you outside,” Mrs. 
Scott said. “Shall I have them come in?” 
I hesitated and she said kindly. “I know 
it will be a bit difficult for you to get used 
to, Donna. But remember, they have been 
waiting with patient love for you for 
years.” 

I sat looking at the floor as they entered. 
I was afraid to raise my eyes. “Donna?” I 
heard a man’s voice. It had no inflection 
or expression but it was a nice, deep voice. 
Reluctantly I looked up. 

He was dressed in a neat navy blue suit. 
His hair was dark with streaks of silver in 
it although his face was young. He was 
nice looking enough. The little woman who 
stood by his side was wearing a pretty 
ivory-colored dress. She did look very 
young and her hair and eyes were the same 
color as my own. Her eyes were ag fright- 
ened as mine but they were filled with love. 

I didn’t know what to say. “Hi,” I whis- 
pered and then I blushed. Frantically I 
looked at Mrs. Scott. “They can’t under- 
stand me, can they?” 

It was the woman’s turn to blush. “Yes,” 
she said in a husky voice, even more mech- 
anical sounding than the man’s. She 
turned to him as if for help. 

“Donna, we can read lips quite well,” 
he said in that strange. dull way. “I’m 
sure we can understand everything you 
say. It will be a little difficult for your 
mother to answer you as she has never 
learned to speak well. But she will write 
you little notes and —” 

Suddenly her hands flew in a birdlike 
gesture. The man smiled at me. “She says 
she loves you very, very much. She has 
waited years for this moment. Donna, may 
we take you home now?” 

I nodded. What else could I do. They 
were my parents! Oh God, I was the 
daughter of deaf and dumb mutes! 

The home they took me to was nice 
enough. Actually it was prettier than the 
Albert’s home had been. It was small but 
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new and my room was lovely. | could see 
much loving care had gone into making 
this room a nice place for me. It was all 
pink and white, like a room in a magazine. 

“Your mother made the drapes and 


everything,” my father said. “She sews 
beautifully. She can hardly wait to make 
pretty clothes for you.” 

Shyly my mother put her arms around 
me and kissed me on the cheek. Her eyes 
were full of tears. I knew I should hug 
her back but I was still too shocked to 
move. I did manage a weak smile though. 


T WAS rough in the days that came. It 

was such a silent house, you see. While 
my father was at work my mother tried to 
talk to me but she couldn’t form the words 
right and most of the time I couldn’t un- 
derstand what she was saying. She would 
write me little notes but they were shy and 
not like talk at all. When my father came 
home he would try to talk to me but I 
cringed at the mechanical sound of his 
voice. And sometimes he would forget that 
he must speak out loud for me and he and 
my mother would have long conversations 
with their hands. I always tried to look 
away when they talked with their hands. 
It looked, well, so strange. 

I was sick with longing for the Alberts. 
I guess I would have been homesick for 
them anywhere but it was worse in this si- 
lent house. I knew I should write Mr. Al- 
berts but I just couldn’t. How could I let 
him know that my parents were deaf and 
dumb. I was ashamed of them! I knew it 
was awful to feel that way but I couldn’t 
help it. Especially I knew I must keep it 
from Paul. How could he ever care for a 
girl like me? 

Sometimes I’d see them looking at me 
and I knew they weren’t stupid—they knew 
this wasn’t going as they wished but they 
didn’t know what to do about it. Once my 
father tried to have a talk with me. 

“Donna,” he said, “are you angry with 
us because we left you in the Home so long 
and then let you go to foster parents? We 
have always loved you very much. We 
were always trying to do what was best 
for you.” His face twisted. “It wasn’t easy 
—especially for your mother.” 

If he had shown any emotion in his voice 
— but he couldn’t. And somehow that 
scratchy-record tone left me cold. It 
sounded so mechanical! I knew I should 
love them but the more I forced myself to, 
the more guilty I felt because I couldn’t— 
and then the less I cared anything for 
them. It was a vicious circle. 

“If you could communicate with your 
mother better,” he said. “I could teach you 
our language.” His face was eager al- 


though his tone was as unemotional as 
ever. I swallowed a couple of times. 

“TI could never learn it,” I muttered. In- 
side I felt all crawly. I didn’t want to talk 
with my hands as if I were deaf and dumb 
myself. 






I was glad when school started becaug 
I could be out of the house. Mother mag, 
me a lot of cute clothes. She sure couli 
sew. But it was difficult for me to stapj 
still for the fittings. I just plain didn’t |ij, 
those fluttery hands touching me. I hate 
myself for feeling unnatural toward m 
own mother who was trying to be so goo; 
to me but I couldn’t help it. 

School was great at first. The kids wey 
nice and friendly and the boys liked my 
looks. I had always been interested jy 
music and so [ tried out for Glee Clu}, 
When I made it I'll never forget the loo 
of pride on my parent’s faces. 

“Singing!” my father said. There wey 
tears in his eyes. “Our daughter—sing 
ing!” 

That should have made me happy by 
suddenly it seemed hopeless. Why shoul 
I bother to be in the Glee Club? The’ 
couldn’t hear me even if they did come} 
the programs. Practice wasn’t much fy 
after that. 

[ had my thirteenth birthday short 
after I started to school. My folks wanted 
to give me a birthday party but I told then 
I didn’t know enough kids yet. It wasn} 
really that! I just couldn’t bring m 
friends to that house. 

I had always studied hard, so I was: 
year ahead of my regular grade. The 
other kids in my class were fourteen or 
fifteen-year-olds. The boy I really got in. 
terested in was sixteen though. He was th 
same age as Paul and he reminded me 
Paul in a way. Oh, how I wanted to se 
Paul but I couldn’t—ever again. How that 
hurt! However, Randy Lawrence was : 
nice boy too. He was also in the Glee Club. 
Oh, he had a voice like velvet! I knew he 
liked me too although he had never asked 
me for a date. But he talked to me a lo 
and sometimes, after practice, he wouli 
buy me a coke. I tried very hard not to 
get interested in Randy because if I did 
I'd just have the same problem I did with 
Paul. But Randy was so nice looking ani 
friendly. It was awfully hard to act cod 
around him. 

Another boy was interested in me to 
but he wasn’t like Paul and Randy. Hi 
name was Dex Rolando and he was red 
wild. He was sixteen too but he was in m 
class because old Dex never tried to study 
He’d been in and out of trouble so mud 
that no decent girl would bother with hin 
He was good looking though and lots @ 
not-so-nice girls were crazy about him. He 
had black hair and snapping black eyes 
His Dad owned a big tavern at the edgt 
of town and he had all the money lt 
wanted. Dex thought he could get any gil 
he really tried to get and for some reasol 
he started trying to get me. Partly I gue* 
it was because I wouldn’t give Randy! 
date. Of course Randy hadn’t asked for! 
date but Dex didn’t know that. He dil 





know that Randy always bought me cokes 
and talked a lot to me and yet we dida! 
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go out. Randy was the decent kind that 
Dex could never be and since I wasn’t dat- 
ing Randy—well, Dex thought he could 
make time with me. But I just gave him 
the cold shoulder eac +h time he made a 
pass 

“What do you think you are, a princess 
or something?” he sneered once. “Doll. 
one of these days you're going to come 
down off that throne and then we'll have 
a ball.” 

If I could like anybody it would have 
been Randy—next to Paul of course. Paul 
was still the one I dreamed about. But I 
made up my mind [| couldn’t ever get seri- 
ous about anybody. I’d read a lot in the 
library about deaf and dumb 
When both of the parents were deaf and 
dumb—well, it was just plain lucky that 
[hadn’t been born that way too. And if I 
had any children there would be a chance 
that they would be deaf and dumb. I was 
just thirteen and I didn’t know as much as 
[thought I did but my heart hurt anyway. 
realizing that I could never have a husband 
and babies. When I thought of that I al- 
most hated my parents. 

My parents didn’t wonder about me not 
dating. They thought thirteen was too 
young for that and if I’d stopped to think. 
well, the girls who did have dates in my 
class were fourteen or fifteen. My father 
did question me about why I didn’t bring 
kids home. He said I could have girl 
friends over to spend the night any time I 
wanted to, but I muttered that I was too 
busy with my homework and with the Glee 
Club. That shut them up. They were so 
proud of my singing that they never both- 
ered me about having girls over after that. 


people. 


7E WERE going to have a big Glee 

Club program for Thanksgiving. I 
didn’t even bother to tell my parents be- 
cause it wouldn’t have done them any good 
to come. But a week before the program 
Randy asked if he could talk to me after 
Glee Club practice. We went to the Coke 
Shop and sat in a back booth. He looked 
real shy as he started to talk. 

“T can’t go steady, Donna,” he said, look- 
ing down at his glass. “My folks don’t 
have much money and I have to work after 
school in my Dad’s little grocery.” We'd 
never talked about our parents before. 
Whenever Randy had started to say some- 
thing about them I had shut him up be- 
cause I was afraid he would ask about my 
parents, Now I couldn’t shut him up. 

“Mother and Dad are coming to the pro- 
gram of course,” he said, his eyes shining. 
“Gee, they sure stick with me. They want 
me to work hard and get a music scholar- 
ship someday. Anyway. they'll get a chance 
‘0 meet you then.” He reached across the 
table and took my hand. “But that night is 
a big night for us, Donna. So. I’m asking 
you for a date at last. I’ve been saving my 
money and—well. there’s a dance at North- 


ern Lake. Will you go with me after the 
concert?” 

I was so thrilled that my hands felt cold. 
Sure, I couldn’t get serious about him but 
one date wouldn’t hurt anything. Of 
course I’d have to ask my parents. I knew 
that much but they could never deny me a 
thing I really wanted. “Oh yes, Randy,” I 
breathed. “I'd just love to go!” 

I told my parents that night. “A con- 
cert?” my father said. “You didn’t tell us, 
Donna.” 

“Didn't 1?” I said vaguely. I couldn’t 
be cruel enough to come right out and say 
that they 
thing they couldn’t even 
too important,” I lied a 
date with Randy—” 

My mother frowned slightly 
hands flew. My father nodded. 
mother says you’re a bit young for dates.” 


wouldn’t be interested in some- 
hear. “It’s not 
little. “But this 


and her 
“Your 


“Oh for heavens sake,” I snapped. 
“Every girl in my class who isn’t a real 


drip dates. And this is just one time. I’m 
not going steady or anything.” 

Dad asked a lot of about 
Randy and where we were going and stuff 
like that and all the time he was talking 
sign language to mother. I felt as if I 
could scream. Finally he nodded. “Very 
well, as long as you are in by midnight. 
We really should meet this Randy 
though—” 

“Don’t put me through a third degree,” 
I cried before I could stop myself. How 
hurt they looked. They talked some more 
on their hands. Finally Dad sighed. “I 
guess we just don’t know too much about 
teen-agers yet, Donna. We want you to be 
happy but we want you to be safe too.” 

I had to be at school an hour before the 
concert, so Dad walked me over then he 
left. I got into my wine-colored robe with 
the big white collar. 

With the stage make-up we were allowed 
to wear I was sure I looked at least fifteen. 
As I came out of the dressing room I saw 
Dex, all dressed up in a suit. 
surprised I stopped and stared at him. 

He gave me a wicked grin. “Don’t know 
me without my leather jacket? Well. I’ve 
I’m an usher. My Dad may be 
a real clod but he digs schools things the 
I tell him I’m going to be an usher 
here—he’s so proud he gives me an extra 
ten bucks. And he asks no questions about 
what time I get in either. I can always tell 
him I was busy folding up the chairs.” Dex 
grabbed my arm. “With that lipstick and 
stuff you’re a doll. Let’s sneak out when 
this brawl is half over and go have us a 
real party. I’ve got the old man’s car.” 


questions 


I was so 


got news. 


most. 


“T have a date,” I said icily. “With 
Randy.” 
He shrugged. “That square. Well, 


maybe you'll change your mind. I'll stick 
around.” 

I walked away fast. 
I actually bumped 
“Where are you going? 


my nose in the air. 
right into Randy. 


” he chuckled. 
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“Away from Dex.” I snapped. “What a 
creep he is.” 

Randy laughed. “I agree, Donna. But 
I want you to meet my parents. They came 
early, just especially to meet you.” 

He led me to the lobby and introduced 
me to a quiet, grey-haired man and a sweet- 
faced. plump little woman. “So you are 
Donna,” she said, taking my hand. Her 
voice was like velvet. “Randy has said 
so much about you.” Her eyes were bright 
with pride. “I used to be a radio singer 
myself. years ago before I married Randy’s 
father. I wanted to be an operatic singer 
but I didn’t have the voice. Perhaps Randy 
will make my dreams come true.” 

His father smiled at me. “I'll tell you a 
secret, young lady,” he teased. “Usually 
Mama discourages Randy from dating but 
when she found out you were a singer too 
—well, if you kids get married your chil- 
dren are bound to make grand opera.” 

“Daddy!” she scolded, her face pink. I 
felt that I was blushing too. Of course, 
they were just teasing, but oh—what would 
they say if they believed that Randy’s and 
my children, if we had any, would never be 
able to sing—or even talk? 


HE BEGINNING of the program went 

off well. Randy came and whispered, 
“My folks like you a lot. They said you 
look even younger than they expected. 
They—” Then the director called us all 
back on stage. 

At intermission Randy went to get us 
both a drink of water. He didn’t come 
back for a long time. so I went to the side 
door of the lobby and opened it. Randy 
stood there. his back to me, talking to his 
parents ... My breath caught in a gasp. 
Oh no! My parents were also there—with 
his. Why, my Dad was even talking to 
Randy’s father. 

How could my folks do this to me? Why 
had they come here? They couldn’t hear 
anything. Why this? I fled back toward 
the stage. My mouth was cotton dry when 
Randy brought me that water. Still, I 
could hardly swallow it. One look at him 
and I knew something was wrong. 

“Donna.” he said, his voice real strange. 
“T—well—my folks think we’d better call 
our date off. I didn’t know that—” 

I didn’t want to hear anything more. I 
knew already. The director was calling for 
us to take our places, but I brushed past 
Randy. and I just plain ran. Randy called 
after me, but I didn’t stop. It had hap- 
pened, this thing I was afraid of. Randy’s 
parents knew my parents were dummies, 
and they wouldn’t let him go out with me 
any more. I had thought this all along. It 
was like my dream of Paul. Paul wouldn’t 
have wanted me either. 

An arm barred my way. Dex stood in the 
doorway, grinning at me. “You're going 
in the wrong direction, doll,” he chuckled. 
“Aren’t you wanted on stage?” 


[ shoved at him. “I’ve finished singing 
for tonight.” 

He put his arm around me. “Leaving— 
and without your date? Well, his loss j, 
my gain. I guess I'll leave too. You don} 
have to run, pet. I’ll take you whereye 
you want to go.” 


All I could think about was getting away | 


and I didn’t care who I went with. Dex led 
me to his car. I was so stunned I just sq 
there for a few minutes and Dex started 
kissing me. I shoved him away. “You 
creep.” I cried. I wasn’t really mad at Dex, 
I was mad at the world. “You said you'd 
take me away from here. Well, let’s go.” 

His face twisted with hurt anger. “Okay, 
so I’m a creep. So you had a fight with 
your boyfriend. Well, baby, I’m a lot bet 
ter than he is and if you want to get away 
fast we'll get away fast.” 

He backed out of the parking lot » | 
quickly that the tires skidded. It was raip. 
ing and the streets were very slick. | 
swung against him and he laughed. “That: 
one way to get you in my arms. Take the 
corners fast.” 

He pulled a bottle out of the glove com. 
partment and shoved it at me. “I swiped 
this from Dad. Have a drink and it wil 
warm you up.” 

I pushed the bottle away and he snick- 
ered and took a long drink. We were on 
the highway now and all at once the numb- 
ness wore off. My first impulse had been 
to run and run. I had, but to whom—to 
where? What was I doing with Dex any. 
way? 

The car skidded on another corner and 
Dex fought the wheel. I screamed and 
pressed my hand against my mouth. “This 
is the first time Dad’s let me borrow his 
hig car,” Dex yelled against the wind. “It’s 
kind of different from the little one I drive 
to school.” 

I stared at him in horror. Why, Dex 
really didn’t know how to handle this big 
car at all—and he was driving at leas 
eighty miles an hour. Timidly I put m 
hand on his arm and I could feel the tense 
fury in him. In a blinding flash I realized 
that he was wild with anger. He must have 
felt like an outcast too—really. And he 
was just a kid, taking his anger out ip 
driving too fast and too dangerously. 

“Slow down.” I begged. He laughed 
again. “I'll show you I’m not a creep like 
your boyfriend, Donna,” he yelled. “Yo 
wanted to get out of there in a hurry- 
well, we’re in a hurry!” 

And then—well, I’m not at all clear # 
to what happened then. He swung aroun! 
to pass a truck. The car swayed bil 





righted itself. Then through the blinding 
rain I saw a man hurry across the road 
toward a stalled car. Dex yanked at th 
wheel to keep from hitting the man. 
big car with its power steering respon 
too quickly. It went off the road. There 
was the crunch of gravel. The tires slid 





on the wet shoulder and then the car We 
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plunging over and over. I seemed to sail 
into the air. My head hit something with 
a crushing blow. Pain exploded in great 
waves and then everything went black. 

There was pain later—oh, so much pain 
but I couldn’t seem to open my eyes. | 
tried to cry out but I could only moan. 
Something pricked my arm and [| sank 
down into darkness again. 


yy HEN I opened my eyes at last the 
pain was still there but I could think 
and see. I was in a hospital room. My 
trembling hand touched my face. Oh God. 
my whole head was bandaged! I tried to 
call to someone, anyone, but I could only 
whimper. I couldn’t even open my mouth. 
My eyes went wide with horror. Dear 
Lord! I couldn’t speak! 

Then I realized a woman was sleeping 
ina chair by my bed. In the dim light 
Isaw it was my mother. She looked ex- 
hausted but she woke up when I moved and 
she was on her feet at once. bending over 
me, stroking my head with gentle hands. 

“Donna,” she said in her dull voice but 
oh, how tender her face was. “Donna. 
Donna.” That was one of the few words 
she could say plainly and she said it over 
and over again to make me understand 
that she was here, taking care of me. She 
had had long experience in reading expres- 
sions and she must have read my frantic 
fear. With a reassuring smile she kissed 
my hand and then she rang a buzzer. In a 
moment a doctor stood beside me. 

“So you’re awake, young lady.” he said. 
“Don’t be frightened. You're all right. 
You have a broken jaw and we've had to 
wire it together but you’re not badly hurt. 
I'm Dr. Dion and I’m going to take care 
of you,” 

Oh. I wanted to know so much—Dex? 
But I couldn’t ask questions I could only 
whimper. Only Mother seemed to know 
what I was asking. Her hands flew in sign 
language, then painfully she searched for 
the words she knew. “Boy—with—Donna ?” 
My deaf and dumb mother was speaking 
for me! 

“He’s going to be okay.” Dr. Dion said. 
“He has a fractured arm. Of course he 
was driving too fast but the accident wasn’t 
really his fault. A car had slipped off of 
the road and was stuck in the mud. The 
driver went across the highway to get a 
tock to put under his wheels and he walked 
right in front of Dex. Dex tried to miss 
him. It was a brave thing to do. He would 
have killed the man if he’d hit him.” 

Irelaxed a little then. Dex and the man 
were all right. My mother was beside me. 


ing that was. I went back to sleep. 

I learned a lot in the next few days but 
most of all I learned how little I really 
new. My mouth was wired shut and I 
couldn’t eat anything except liquids or 
talk except for strange mumblings that 


most people could not understand. But my 
parents understood everything I wanted to 
say. They had been trained to read faces 
as well as lips, for the first time I realized 
what it was like to be shut up in a world 
where you could not express yourself so 
that others could understand. Oh. it drove 
me nearly wild and I realized that my par- 
ents had lived with this handicap all their 
lives and had become fine people in spite 
of it. I knew I would never be ashamed of 
them again. I would respect them. But oh. 
I wished I had learned their sign language 
so that I could talk to them better. How 
foolish and and hard- 
hearted I had been. 

After I got better I had lots of visitors. 
Randy was one of the first. 

“T didn’t understand, Donna.” he stam- 
mered. “When you ran off I didn’t 
know what to think but your father told 
me that maybe you figured I wouldn’t date 
you was ashamed of your 
parents.” 


stubborn - yes. 


well 


because [ 


I blushed because at last I saw how often 
my parents had been hurt just that 
thing and how well they it. 
Randy took my hand. “Golly. it wasn’t 
that!” he blurted. “Why your father is 
famous! 
is the guy who sells pictures to national 
magazines and stuff like that. If ’'d known 
that I’d never have had the nerve to ask 
you for a date. What happened was—well., 


by 


understood 


I didn’t realize for awhile that he 


your father happened to mention that you 
were thirteen years old. My folks and I 
thought you were about fifteen. It 
surprised me. What I was trying to tell 
you was that mother said you were too 
young to go out dancing but that your 
folks and mine could all get together at our 
and cookies and—” He 
looked at me helplessly. I was crying. Oh. 
I'd been so very much mistaken. But I had 
run off without letting him explain. And to 
think. Randy 
father! But of course. I hadn’t known my 
father was of famous either. Dad 
wasn't one to brag. Suddenly I felt very 
small and childish. I realized that I was 
really just thirteen and far from being as 
grown up as I thought I was. 

The next were Dex and 
father. His father was a big. broad but 
kindly man. “I’ve been mostly to blame,” 
he rumbled. “Dex is my only kid and I- 
well, I was real proud of him. I thought 


sure 


house for cocoa 


was honored to know my 


sort 


visitors his 


he could do just anything. But I was 
wrong to turn him loose with so much 


money and a car.” 

Dex was almost crying. “I’ve always 
thought a lot of you, Donna,” he said. 
“Golly, I wouldn’t have hurt you for any- 
thing! Your folks are swell. They don’t 
hold it against me. They say I was brave 
to swerve out to keep from hitting that 
man. Golly, I just couldn’t hit him but— 
well, I could have killed you. I’m so sorry. 
If you'll give me a chance to prove I’m not 
a heel...” 
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natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
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I couldn’t answer him but I made my 
eyes smile. Poor Dex, he was even more 
mixed up than I'd been. Probably he was 
ishamed of his father as I’d been ashzmed 
of mine but his father was a pretty de ent 
cuy. I couldn’t speak up and make Dex 
inderstand but somehow I felt I didn’t 
need to put it into words. Dex knew it 


DV now. 


> UT MY real surprise visitors were Paul 

and his father. Oh, it was so good to 

ee them! Paul was more handsome than 
ever. The minute I tried to speak I could 
mly gabble but Paul smiled and put his 
hand against my swollen lips. “Talking 
too much as usual,” he said. Then his 
eyes brimmed with tears and he leaned 
lown and kissed me. “Donna—I’ve missed 

ou so much!” 

Mr. Alberts cleared his throat. “We 
knew all about your parents, Donna,” he 
aid. “The Home told us about them be- 
fore you came to live with us but they 
nade us promise not to tell you. When 
you didn’t write to us we felt—well, de- 
serted. We thought you’d found your own 
imily and had no time for us anymore. 
It cut us deep.” 

Paul’s hand clasped mine. “I knew you 
suldn’t forget us just like that. honey. 
Say you do care for us a little bit.” 

Once more I tried to speak and then I 
ould only ery. My mother heard my 
himpers and came rushing in, but when 
he looked into Paul’s face she smiled her 

nder and beautiful smile. 

‘‘She—happy—you—here—” she said in 
er dull voice that would no longer be 

ly to me but the most beautiful voice in 
God’s world because it was the voice of 

deaf-mute mother. 

Oh. that was a time of great joy. I 
earned Mrs. Alberts was almost well now 
nd would soon be home but I couldn’t go 
ome to her because I belonged with my 
onderful parents. However, somehow we 
ade it plain that they would be always 
vyelcome in our home as I knew we would 
e welcome in theirs. How much needless 
iffering I had gone through, cutting my- 
elf off from these good people. They had 
known my secret through all the years I 
had lived with them. How painful it must 
have been for them to believe I had for- 
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gotten them when I had found my own 
family. 

So, during the time I couldn't talk, I 
learned how to speak to my parents. It 
was a wonderful thing, and something I 
truly believe most teen-age girls never 
learn even though their parents and the 
girls themselves have never been handi- 
capped. [I know now you really speak 
through your hearts—not your lips. 

Oh. I can talk again. A month ago the 
wires were removed and my broken jaw 
has healed perfectly. But I am learning 
sign language too because I know it will 
make my parents happy for me to know it 
and how much I want to please them. 
They spent years of heartache trying to 
make me happy. This is such a small thing 
to pay them back. 

Now I have found three boys who are 
really good and all three of them like me. 
Which one will I choose? Well. I don’t 
really know. At last I face the fact that I 
am very young, not quite fourteen. As my 
father says—and by the way, I like the 






sound of his quiet voice now very mug thing: 
because I know how hard it was for hin hand’ 
to learn to speak at all—I have lots ¢ her. i 
time to choose. Perhaps none of they to her 
three will be the one for me. But it is a font 
honor that three fine young fellows do lik ft 
me. There are years ahead of me yet ay  enem} 
when | do choose my own special map| uncon 
need have no fear for Father has explaing brood 
that my case is different. Nothing was in® only ¢ 
herited here. Both Mother and Dad wer! jand. 
deafened by accidents. My children hay! jy try 
every chance of being as normal as I an} hand, 
That’s a good thing to know but no longet that h 
am I in a hurry to grow up. I'll accep? whose 
friendships from boys and be richer fw) yervo 
them. Someday I will choose the map| up rw 
love. But for now I’m content to be m) play h 
parent’s daughter. They have waited ; The 
long time for me to be their daughter, has to 
God make me worthy of the father ap gles, ¥ 
mother who have loved me always—y and u 
matter where I was—no matter what I di(| sions. 
Dummies? Not my parents, They are th} Jous, 
wisest people I will ever know. butt o 


THE END} And 


agoniz 





Should You Marry A Younger Man’ rh 


hair. § 


lookin 

is, anc 

(Continued from Page 9) away | 

The 

younger than he. Women do not show their _ this. according to the Kinsey Institute, i) ™” 4 
age as soon as men simply because they simply not true. Research has proved thafp 284 0 
take better care of their figures, their com- a woman’s sexual interest continues virtv has " 
plexions and their hair, and unlike men ally unabated until she is in her sixties. him f 
they are ably assisted by cosmeticians and As for their friends being of differen compl 
fashion designers. ages, this in most cases would be true)’ ™™™ 
Furthermore, according to life insurance there would be a difference in ages ani) 


statistics, women outlive men by years. A 
woman who marries a younger man would 
not have to worry about being widowed or 
left with young children to bring up with- 
out a father. 

As for the argument about a man marry- 
ing an older woman as a substitute for a 
mother, perhaps some of them do. But they 
would probably marry a woman a great 
deal older than themselves, certainly not 
one only a few years older. Also. evidence 
has shown that. far from being a dependent 
sort of person, the man who marries an 
older woman is usually a more mature, 
more independent individual who _ isn’t 
afraid to do his own thinking and depart 
from tradition. 

But, moaned Alice, everyone knows a 
man who marries an older woman will lose 
interest in her quickly enough and look for 
women his own age. Actually. there is very 
little validity in this. If a man is going to 
be unfaithful he will be, regardless of his 
wife’s age. If she’s young and pretty he’ll 
just find another excuse for it. Most young- 
er men are mature enough and intelligent 
enough to make sure that the woman they 
marry will be one that they can have a 
deep and satisfying relationship with—and 
not one in whom they will quickly lose 
interest. 

Her sex desires would wane before his: 


consequently in interests. And some ai: 
justments on both sides would have to be 
made. But as time passes, the difference E 
would lessen, and eventually disappea’ 
altogether. 

Yet, in spite of the arguments for young 
er man-older woman marriages, it isn’t tha 
easy to answer the question, and each) Bak 
woman who considers it must decide fof 10-incl 
herself. For, quite often—and in spite of Prepar 
the arguments for it—some older womeif{ Decors 
should not marry younger men. In man\f coconu 
cases, a marriage of this type would nifbe use 
last, and in fact might damage the woma.§ To 1 
and the man as well. by usi 

What type of woman should not mam} slice fr 
a younger man? Simply a woman who #f 'er no. 
not strong enough and_ self-confident by tub 
enough to overcome all of the objection Prep 
the gossip and the criticism. And she wil} mix as 
get it from all sides. From neighbors aml § ‘up to 
acquaintances, from relatives, and from het low) f 
husband’s family—especially his mother. sired, | 

Ordinarily, a man’s mother feels a kind | Frost 
of jealousy toward her new daughterit Make ; 
law. a mild form of hostility that is, afte by dra 
all, understandable. But for the bride wh Cover t 
is older, this feeling reaches its peak, Basket 
the jealousy becomes a special kind of & several 
hostility reserved for a rival. The womat § ®t ha 
must be strong enough to put up with# 08 
mother-in-law who falsely accuses her 0B" "sin 
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things, who continually vies for her hus- 
hand’s attention and affection, who lies to 
her, is rude to her, and constantly refers 
to her age. often exaggerating about it in 
front of friends. 

Often the older woman is her own worst 
F enemy. The woman who cannot accept the 
© unconventional age difference, who secretly 
broods about it and tries to hide it. can 
only end up hurting herself and her hus- 
hand. There is the woman who is constant- 
ly trying to appear younger than her hus- 
hand, who won’t let herself recall anything 
that happened before a certain time. and 
whose life. as a result, is tension and 
nervousness, This type quite often will end 
up running around with other men to dis- 
play her desirability. 

Then there is the woman who feels she 
has to act like a giddy teenager. She gig- 
gles, wears clothes much too young for her. 
and uses the latest teenage slang expres- 
sions. She usually ends up looking ridicu- 
lous, and she and her husband become the 
butt of jokes. 

And then there is the older woman who 
agonizes over each new wrinkle and gray 
hair. She spends a fortune on beauty treat- 
ments and hair dyes, and usually appears 
with too much makeup on. She ends up 
looking older rather than younger than she 
is, and her makeup calls attention to—not 
away from—her face. 

The woman who can marry a younger 
man and make it work has to be strong 
and sure of herself and her convictions, she 
has to know her husband well and respect 
him for himself, and she has to believe 
completely in the fact that she is marrying 





aman, not a birth certificate. THE END 
« 
Easter Recipes 
f (Continued from Page 43) 
Easter Basket Cake 


Bake 1 pkg. Orange Chiffon cake mix in 
10-inch tube pan as directed on pkg. Cool. 
Prepare Easter eggs (recipe below). Chill. 
Decorate after cake is frosted. Tint 1 cup 
coconut green with food coloring. This will 
be used on top of cake. 

To make basket: Shape a nest for eggs 
by using a sharp knife to cut a sloping 
slice from edge to center of cake. Cut cen- 
terno deeper than 1% inch. Fill hole made 
by tube pan with cut cake. 

Prepare 1 pkg. Fluffy White frosting 
mix as directed on package. Reserve 34 
cup to make Decorator Icing (recipe be- 
low) for decorating “Easter Eggs,” if de- 
‘red, Tint rest of frosting pale yellow. 
Frost sides of cake and lightly frost top. 
Make a “straw” design on sides of cake 
by drawing tines of fork through frosting. 
| Cover top of “basket” with tinted coconut. 
Basket handle may be made by wrapping 
‘veral strips of foil around pipe cleaners, 
coat hangers, etc, Then wrap handle with 
pastel yellow ribbon. Make ribbon secure 
Y using cellophane tape. Tie a mauve rib- 
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‘This make-up base guards against shiny face 


“Greasy, sticky make-up bases give 
me such a shiny face and cause my 
make-up to smear. But now that 
I have changed to Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as a base, my 
make-up goes on smoother, stays 
on longer; keeps me looking fresh.” 


Margarst Elaildarnd 


Los Angeles, Calif. 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy. Keeps you 
looking your freshest and best at all 
times—without bothersome retouching. 
® Remove make-up with Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften your skin with Black and White Cold 
Cream. Generous jars—only 35¢ each. 


BLACK and WHITE 
VANISHING CREAM 
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ter for FREE revealing analysis of your own i 
indwriting! We'll also send free lesson and de- a 

tails. No obligation, (State age.) 

INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 

Dept.. CN-124 - - - pringfield 4, Missouri 
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WANTED 
_—7~. Songwriters, with publisher contacts, 
(‘S/m. 












want song ideas. SHARE ROYALTIES. 
NO FEES. Send poems: 
SONGWRITERS’ ASSOCIATES 
Studio K, 1650 Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 





~~ sy. Ley vestuan on delivery 

= = Oar § BACK GUARANT 

DEPT. py Ay wt pdr 
Important to 


FREE B00 Victims of 
ASTHMA 


FREE BOOK JUST OUT, reveals important 
information to victims of Bronchial Asthma. 
Send name on postcard today for your FREE 











copy if you suffer from torturing attacks of coughing, chok- 
gasping for breath. Even if you consider 
’—get this FREE . Send no money. 


ing, wheezing and 
your case ‘‘hopeless 





MAKE HIM 
WANT YOU, 


Try a few drops of FLAMING DE- 
SIRE .. . a little behind your ears 

- @ little in your hair... a wee 
bit more in some secret place. . . it 
will give you that wonderful feeling 
all over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 







* «ff: about you. You will never want to 
» re be without it. Quantities are limited 
so order FLAMING DESIRE now! Complete with full 
directions, only $2 (3 for $5) postpaid, or C.0.D. plus 


postage. If not delighted, I'll send your money right back. 
VANITY PRODUCTS, Dept. 103-P 
177 McLean Ave Yonkers 5, N. Y. 





4 HERE’S NEW HOPE foe 3ou, 
EMERG pl MONEY QUICK! Then you'll 
AtEeD) | @tts en you’!! 
| Cas? A have Money to get the things 
ou’ve always wanted. Be our 


ent for Valmor and Sweet Georgia 


: her y 
= fo 


A 
Brown Products. Fast Sellers—Face Powder, Beauty Creams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet Powders and Incense. No 
experienceneeded. Full or Spare Time. Earnings possible u 


to $20.00 in a day. WRITE NOW for BIG MONEY MAKIN 
Agents’ SAMPLE CASE Offer, VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., 
2451 So. Michigan Ave., Dept. 230, Chicago 16, 1. 










. 

into DOLLARS! 

NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 


NORDYKE,. Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28E, Calif. 

















THRILLING ZODIAC READING—Health, 
Prospects, Events, Money outlook, Love, 
Friendship, etc. Send 10¢ (coin) and 
4¢ stamp for your true, amazing Fore- 
cast. State birthdate. NEWTON VALE 
(T. N.), 106, Adelaide Street West, 
Toronto, Canada. 


CHILDLESS 
WIVES W#° BABIES! 


WISH 
Send 4¢ stamp 


for information concerning sim- 

ple easy-to-follow ovulation method (No Drugs) 

which succeeded of cases tested. 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 

500 Robert St. St. Paul |, Minn. 






















BE YOUR OWN 
MUSIC TEACHER 


Send for Free Book Telling How Easily 
You Can Learn Piano, Guitar, wir 
ANY Instrument This EASY A-B-C W 


)W IT’S EASY to learn music at home. 
No tiresome ‘‘exercises.’"’ No teacher. 
START RIGHT OUT playing delight- 
ttle pieces. Thousands now play who never a 
Our pictured lessons make it easy as A- 
play popular music, hymns, classical and any tnd 
On easy-pay plan, low cost! 1,000,000 students all 
the world. Established 1898. 
MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK. Find out why our 
e can teach you quickly, easily, inexpensively. Write 


* 
\ 


page illustrated Free Book. No obligation. Men- 
ir favorite instrument. Just mail 
n today! (No salesman will call.) ' ~~ 
yan New Yo 
SEP yu. s. SCHOOL ae 
= all OF MUSIC “Your Own Home 
A\ Studio A344, 
\ Port Washington, N. Y. FREE BOOK 
Li ed by the N. Y. State Education Dept. 
ee ae ee —_— 
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 1 
I 
Studio A344, Port Washington, N. Y. | 
gE é send me your 36-page Illustrated Free Book. ] 
| I would like to play (Name Instrument). | 
| 9¥o6b ee Véebs eae Matenewew eruae Se isons 
| (Please Print) | 
D OU 5. caseveesemsesawcewes BAGG... HMB iv ccecccs | 








Subscribe to Tan 


Today 


es WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
end one or more of yvour best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Studio 769, New York 1 


3 A CHILD 
DOESN’T 

HOPE ...SHE 

believes! 


The faith of children 
is a wonderful thing! 
Your donation will 
help feed and clothe 
thousands of hungry, 
homeless children 

all over the world and 
keep them believing 
that help always 
comes from 
somewhere. 


GIVE THROUGH YOUR FAITH 


PROTESTANT— Share Our Surplus Appeal 

CATHOLIC — Bishops’ Clothing Collection 

JEWISH — United Jewish Appeal 
Published as a public service in coop- 
eration with The Advertising Council. 
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bon on top. Press handle into top of 
“basket”. Fill basket with Easter eggs. 

To make Easter eggs: Combine 1 pkg. 
Creamy White frosting mix with 5 tbsp. 
soft butter and 3 tbsp. flour. Add 2 tbsp. 
hot water; blend thoroughly. Divide mix- 
ture into 6 parts. Tint each an Easter color 
using food coloring. Leave one white, one 
pink, one blue, one mauve (with red and 
blue food coloring). one yellow, one green. 
Stir these just to blend color a little. Knead 
each different colored mixture 20 to 30 
times on board lightly dusted with confec- 
tioners’ sugar. Divide and shape into vary- 
ing sized eggs (use between 1% and 11% 
tbsp. of mixture for each egg). Chill. Dec- 
orate chilled eggs as desired using Decora- 
tor Icing. 

Decorator Icing: Blend 1 to 144 cups 
sifted confectioners’ sugar (add a little at 
a time until frosting is stiff enough to hold 
its shape) to the reserved 34 cup Fluffy 
White Frosting. Blend in 1% tbsp. soft but- 
ter and a dash of salt. Tint frosting as for 
Easter eggs. Use rosette tip to decorate. 

Note: To tint coconut: add green food 
coloring to water. Let coconut soak in it 
until desired color. Drain; dry. 


Noodles With Herb Cheese Sauce 

Drop 7 or 8-o0z. pkg. noodles into 6 cups 
boiling salted water (4 tsp. salt). Bring 
back to rapid boil. Cook, stirring constant- 
ly, 3 min. Cover with tight-fitting lid, re- 
move from heat and let stand 10 min. 
Drain. Rinse with hot water; dot with but- 
ter. Mix noodles and Herb Cheese Sauce 
(recipe below). Pour into ungreased 114- 
qt. baking dish. Top with grated cheese. 
Place under broiler until cheese is melted 

Herb Cheese Sauce: Melt 14 cup butter 
over low heat in heavy saucepan. Blend in 
1% cup “Kitchen-tested” flour and 1% tsp. 
each thyme, basil, savory. parsley. chives 
or onions, 1 tsp. salt. 4g tsp. pepper. Cook 
over low heat, stirring until mixture is 
smooth and bubbly. Remove from heat. 
Stir in 2 cups milk. Bring to boil. stirring 
constantly. Boil 1 min. Remove from heat: 
blend in 2 cups grated Cheddar cheese. 
reserving 44 cup for topping. Stir until 
cheese is melted. Makes 4 to 6 servings. 

Variations: To make the Noodles with 
Herb Cheese Sauce a more complete meal. 
one of the following may be added: 

1. 4 sliced. hard-cooked eggs 

2. 7-oz. can salmon, broken in 

pieces 
3. 614-0z. can tuna, drained and broken 
in large pieces. 


Rolled Fish Fillets And 
Corn Casserole 

Drain 17-0z. jar whole kernel corn and 
mix with 2 tbsp. sweet pepper flakes, 14 
cup each, diced pimiento and _ instant 
minced onion. 1% cup soft bread crumbs, 
1 tsp. salt, 4% tsp. ground black pepper 
and 14 tsp. celery seed. Turn into a 10x6x2- 
inch baking dish. Set aside. Mix 34 cup 
soft bread crumbs with 3 tbsp. melted but- 
ter or margarine, 1% tsp. salt, 14 tsp. 
ground marjoram, and 1% tsp. ground 
black pepper. Spread over each of 6 had- 


large 


dock or perch fillets. Roll up as for jelh 
roll. Fasten ends with toothpicks. Coy, 
and bake in a preheated moderate oy 
(350 degrees) about 30 minutes with 
melted butter and brown under broile 
Garnish with pimiento strips. About ¢ 
servings. 
Pineapple-Shrimp Kabobs 

Cut pineapple from 1 No. 2 1-can slicg; 
pineapple into fourths. Shell 1 pou 
shrimp, fresh or frozen, leaving tail shel 
on. Cut down back of shrimp and remoy 
sand vein. To form kabob, spear pineapp} 
and shrimp onto skewers with 2 quarte. 
size pieces of pineapple between eac 
shrimp. Arrange kabobs on a broiler rack 
Melt 14 cup butter, stir in 1 tbsp. prepare) 
paint and juice of 1% lemon, salt an 
pepper to taste. Brush sauce over kabobs 
Broil 2 inches from heat about 5 minute 
brushing with remaining butter sauce, 1) 
serve. slid kabobs from skewers onto plate 
using a fork. Makes 3 to 4 servings depen 
ing how many shrimp and pineapple piece 
you put on each skewer. 


Almond-Crusted Fish 
Baked In Sherry 
Carefully remove upper skin from } 
pounds cod fish or halibut, leaving fix 
whole (do not bone). Arrange in bakin 
dish or shallow casserole that has bee 
oiled with 114 tbsp. olive oil; brush 14 
tbsp. olive oil over fish. Sprinkle with 2 tsp, 
salt. Add 1 cup Spanish sherry, fino « 
amontillado. Top fish with mixture of 





cup fine dry breadcrumbs and 4 cy 
crushed or slivered almonds blended wit 
3 tbsp. melted butter or olive oil. Arrang 
14 pound shrimp. fresh or frozen, whieh 
has been shelled and deveined with taik 
left on, around fish. Add sherry. Bake a 
350 degrees about 30 minutes or until fles 
is firm and flakes easily with fork. Spo 
sherry sauce over fish to serve. To remov 
bones in serving. cut down center of baci¥’ 
to the bone. then lift off flesh. pulling away 
from small bones on sides. Now lift off th 
backbone and remove; leaving fillet: 
Makes 10 to 12 servings. 

Frozen fillets: Frozen cod fillets may bi 
prepared in the same manner. cuttin 
frozen block into three or four pieces. Ar 
range in baking dish and proceed as above 
To serve 6, use 2 pounds frozen cod fillets 
divide above ingredients in half except us 
2 tbsp. olive oil. 


Luncheon Sandwich Loaf 
Remove crusts from 1 loaf unsliced whit 
bread. Cut into 3 lengthwise slices. Spretf 
with margarine and toast on both sides 
der broiler. Place boiled ham slices on fis 
layer. Spread egg salad on second laytt 
Top with remaining layer and garnish wil 
olive slices, if desired. Serve with Quid 

Cheese Sauce. 

To make Quick Cheese Sauce: Combi 
'%4 cup mayonnaise, 4% cup milk, 4 Uy 
grated cheddar cheese. dash of salt a) 
pepper in top of double boiler. Heat ov 
hot water about 5 min., or until chees® 
melted and sauce is aenethy Serve ove 
sandwich. Makes about 4 servings. 
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Not too hard... not too soft...just right! 
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ne Caeeccceee Nair pomade for men! 


Get DUKE .. . the new grease/ess hair pomade that trains 
and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. 
Women love that ‘Duke Look."’ Get it . . . get DUKE! At your drug counter. 
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65¢ at your drug counter, or send us 80¢ and we'll send Duke to you by return mail 






SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS «© 1808 S. Michigan Ave. * Chicago 16, Illinois 
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Men! Seni tor Big Money. § 


Making Outtit 


WITH 


WEARER’S 


) Embroidered 
on Special 
Label! 


Special extra fea- 
ture available— 
Wearer’s name can be em- 
broidered on silk label sewn 
right into garment—helps you 
make more sales. Everyone 
wants a personalized made-to- 
measure suit. FREE Sample 
Case includes Personalized 
Name Label information— 
send coupon now—today! 
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FREE! 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


ue 49°° 


IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the 
coupon below for your BIG FREE 
OUTFIT, containing scores of 
fine quality fabrics, sensational 
values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport coats. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every 
man prefers better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure 
clothes, and when you show the many beautiful, high quality 
fabrics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit and 
style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take or- 
ders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance 
on every order, and build up a fine permanent income for 
yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 
plans to get your own suit without 1¢ cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
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the coupon below TODAY! 
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YOUR OWN SUITS 
, WITHOUT 1¢ COST! 


Our plan makes it easy 
for you to get your own 
personal suits, topcoats 
and overcoats without pay- 





ing le—in addition to your big 

cash earnings. Think of it! Not only 

do we start you on the road to making 

big money but we also make it easy for 

you to get your own clothes without paying one 

penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic 
letters of thanks. 

You don’t invest a pen 


JUST MAIL COUPON 3", fon eS ben, 


or any time. You don't pay money for samples, for 
outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable 
plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon 
now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon 








STONE-FIELD CORP. 
532 S. Throop St., Dept. y-964, Chicago 7, Ill. 


Pes ss ss SSS SSS SS Ree eee eee eee ee SSS 
STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. U-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual 
fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 


aoe 














